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To Her Royar HHN ESS the 


bUC HESS 


7 #*?OETS, howeyds they may be 
— 0 wodeſt otherwiſe, have always 
too good an Opinion of what 
>a Write. The World, when 
ditt ſees this Play dedicated to 
Tour Noa Flighneſs, will conclude, I have 
more than my Share of that Vanity. But I 


hope the Honour I have of belonging to you, 


will excuſe my Preſumption. *Tis the firſt 
Thing I have produc'd in Your Service, and 
my Duty obliges me to what my Choice 
durſt not elſe have aſpir'd. 

I am very ſenſible, Madam, how much 
it is beholden to Your Indulgence, for the 
Succeſs it had in the Acting, and Your Pro- 


tection will be no Jeſs fortunate to it in the 


Printing; for all are ſo ambitious of making 
their Court to You, that none can be ſevere 
to what You are pleas'd to favour. , 

| 2 1 This 


0 


EU WWW EU WW WU WT WWW” W Romy 


The EprsrLE DDICATORNY. 


Tus Univerſal Submiſſion and Respect i is 
due to the Greatneſs of YourRank and Birth ; 
but You have other IIluſtrious Qualities, 
Which are much more engaging... Thoſe 
vou'd but dazzle, Kan not theſe really Charm 
the Eyes and Underſtandings of all who have 
the Happineſs to approach Tou. 
Authors, on theſe Occaſions, are never 

yanting. to publiſh, a Particular of their Pa- 
tron's Virtues and Perſectionss but ur Roy- 
4. Highneſs's are ſo eminently known, that 
did I allow their Examples, I ſhou'd but 
Paint thoſe Wonders here, of which every 
one. already has an Idea in his Mind. Be- 
fides, I do not think it proper to aim at that 
in Proſe, which is ſo glorious a Subject for 
Verſe; in which hereafter if I ſhow- more 
Zeal than Skill, it will not grieve me much, 
fince I leſs paſſionately deſire to be efteem'd 
A e than to be ee, 


Mayan, 


8" 7 


7 our ene Highneſs 22 
Moſt humble, moſt obedient, 
and moſt faithful Servant, 


GEORGE ETHEREGE, 


GE, 


Jo bring you home Fine Dreſſes, Dance, and Show ; 


. 


— 


ien 


IKE Dancers on the Ropes poor Poets fare, 
| Moft periſh young, the reſt in Danger are ; 
This (one would think) fhou'd make our Authors wary, 
But, Gamieſter like, the Giddy Fools miſcarry. 
A lucky Hand or too ſo tempts'em on, 
They cannot leave off Play” till they re undone. 
With modeſt Fears a Muſe does firſt begin, 
Like a young Wench newly entic'd to Sin: 
But tickPd once with Praiſe, by her good Will, © 
The wanton Fool wau'd never more lye till. | 
Tis an old Miſtreſs you'll meet here to Night, | 
Whoſe Charms you once have lool on with Delights. 
But now of late ſuch dirty Drabs have known ye, 
A Muſe &th' better ſort's aſham'd to own you. 
Nature well drawn, and Wit, muſt now give place 
ſo gatody Nonſenſe, and to dull Grimace : 85 
Nor is it frange that you fbou'd like ſo much, | 
That kind of Wit, for moſt of yours is ſuch. 3 
But Pm afraid, that while to France toe go, 8 


The Stage, like you, will but more Foppiſh grow. 

Of foreign Wares why fhoud we fetch the Scum, 

When wwe can be ſo richly ſerv'd at homes | 

For, Haan be. than d, "tis not ſo wiſe an Age, | 

But your own Follies may ſupply the Stage. 

Thi' often plow? d there's no great fear the Si! 

Shou'd barren grow by the too frequent Toil; 

While at your Doors are i be daily found 

Such Loads of Dung hil to manure the Ground. 

'Tis by your Follies that we Players thrive, 

As the Phyſicians by Diſeaſes live. 

And as each Year ſome new Diſtemper reigns, 

Whoſe frithaly Poiſon helps 1 their Gains : i 
4 . 


Si Fopling Flutter, | 


*þ PROLOGUE. 


So among you, there flarts up every Day, 

Some new unheard-of Fool for us to Play. I 

Then for your own ſakes be not too ſevere, 
Nor what you all admire at home, damn. here. 


Since each is fond of his own ugly face, 
* ſhoa'd you, when we e bold i, break the ou, F 


Dramatis Perſonz. 
Mr. Dorimant, 
Mr. Medley, 5 a 
Old Bellair, . 


Lady Townly, 


Emilia, ; | 3 
Mrs. Loveit e ei 
Bellinda, 5 FP Genthwomen, 


Lady Woodvil, and 

Harriet her Daughter, * 

Pert and Buſie, Waiting ru. 

A Shoemaker. 

An Orange- Non. 
Threee Slovenly Bullies. | N 


Two Chairmen. 


Mr. Smirk, 4 Parkn. 
Handy, « Valet de Chambre. 
Pages, Foutmen, &. 
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MAN of MODE; 


OR, 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 


1 . 


AcT I. SCENE L 


SC E NE. A Dee Room, a Table covered 
A with a Toilet, Cloaths laid ready. 


Enter Doriniant ; in his Gown and Slippers, with eNuzi in 
his Hand made up, repeating Verfes. 


- DOR 1MANT. 


Tes 1 O W for ſome Ages had the Pride of Spain, 

N Made the Sun Hine on half the World in. 
vain [Then looking on the Note. 
e Mrs. Loveit. 

Wat a dull infipid thing is a Billet-doux 
i 0 Written in cold Blood, after the heat of the 
Pulineſs 3 is over? I is 4 Fax upon good Nature which I 


1 72 E-- Have . 


2 ACA 2 2 8 - 
oe abt” _ wi 
- 


A 


10 - The Man of Move; or, 
3 labouring to pay, and have . . 
With as much Regret,s as ever Fanatick pay'd the Royal 
Aid, or Church Daties ; "twill have the ſame Fate, 1 
Know, that all my Notes to her have had of late, Yewill 
Not be thought kind enough. Faith Women are i'the 
Right'when they jealoafly examine our Letters, for in 
Them we always firſt diſcover our Decay of Paſſion, — 

Hey ! » Who waits — / 
Enter Handy. | 
Handy. Sir. = Fa Þ 
Dor. Call a Footman. . . 
Handy. None of em are come yet. 
Dor. Dogs L will they ever lye ** a-bed 'till 
Noon. | 
Handy. Tis all one, Sir : if they are up, you Indulge 
Em ſo, they're ever pe aſter Mhotes * the, - 
Morning. 
Dor. Take Noos 88 * s wanting in his 
Duty, the next Clap he gets, he ſhall rot foran Example. 
What Vermin are thoſe chattering without ? 

Handy. Foggy Nan the Orange-Woman, and (| ſwearing 
Tom the Shoe-maker. 

Dor. Go; call in that over grown Jade with the 
Flaſket of Guts before her. a is refreſhingin a Y 
Morning. [ Ex. Handy. | 

Tr is nat that 1 hoe you leſs | 
| Than when before your Feet I lay. T 

es | Enter Orange- Woman. N 
How now, Double-Tripe, what News do you bring ? 
Or. Mom. News! Here's the beſt Fruit has come to 
Town t'year; Gad I was up before Four a-Clock this | 

Morning, and bought all the Choice i'the . OT 8⁴ 

Dor. The naſty Refuſe of your Shop. Ws 

Or. Worm. You need not make Mouths at i, 1 ade 
You, tis all cull'd Ware. | 

Dor. The Citizens buy better on a Holiday in OM He 

p Wi | 


EY 2 


Walk to-Tottenbam. © _ 

. Or, nen. Good or bad, tis all one, I never now's you 
Commend. any thing; Lord, wou'd the Ladies had heard 
You talk of em as I have done: Here, bid your Man 


Give me an Angel. [Sets , docun the Euit. 


Dor. Give the Bawd her Fruit again. 

Or. Nom. Well, on my Conſcience, there never was 
The like of you. God's my Life, I had almoſt forgot to 
Tell you, there's a young Gentlewoman lately come. to 
Town with her Mother, that is ſo taken with you. | 

Dor. Is ſhe handſome ? | 

Or. Mom. Nay, gad, there are * finer Cn T tel 
Vou but ſo, and a hugeous Fortune, they ſay. Here, eat 


This Peach, it comes from the S 'tis better than w | 


Newington y have taſted. 
Der. This on Woman, Fll ay my Life; | 
[raking the Peach. 
Is ſome anion; l:faſhion” d Country Toad; who not 
Having above four dozen of black Hairs on her Head, has 


Adorn'd her Baldneſs:with a large white Fruz, that ſnie 


May look ſparkiſhly in the Fore-front of . King's Box. 
At an old Play. 

Or. Vom. Gad, you d change your N. ote e quick if 
You did but ſee her. | | 

Dar. Howcamehe'to knowme?\ 2 

Or. Vom. She ſaw you yeſterday at the "Changes f ke 
Told me you came and fool d with the Woman at the 


Next Shop. 


Dor. I remember there was « Maſqueobſers'd me inde. 


Fool'd, did the ſay ? 
Or. Mom. Ay, I vow, ſhe told me twenty King pen 


You.- 
Baar Medley. 


Med. POT my Life, my . my darling Sin 3 | 
How dot they? 4 | O. 
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Said too; and acted with her Head and — 


7 


12 Thi Man Move: or, 


Or. Von. Lord, what a filthy Trick theſe Men have 


Got of kiſſing one another ! 1 [C&be ſpits. 
Med. Why do you ſuffer this Cart. load of Scandal to 
Come near you, and make your Neighbours think you 


So improvident to need a Bawd ? 
Or. Wom. Good, now we ſhall have it, you did but 


Want him to help you; come, pay me for my Fruit. 
Med. Make us thankful for it, Huſwiſe, Bawds are 


As much out of faſhion as Gentlemen Uſhers ; - none 
But old formal Ladies uſe the one, and none but foppiſh 
Old Strangers employ the other ; 80, you are an 
Inſignificant Brandy Bottle. | 

Dor. Nay, there you wrong her, three Quarts of 
Canary is her Buſineſs. 

Or. Nom. What you pleaſe, Gentlemen. TID 

Der. To him, give him as good as he brings. 

Or. Won. Hang him, there's notſach another Heathen 
15 the Town again, except it be the Shoe - maker without, 

Med. I ſhall ſee you hold up your Hand at the Bar 
Next Seſſions for Murder, Huſwife ; that Shoe-maker can 
Take his Oath you are in Fee with the Doctors to ſell 
Green Fruit to the Are that the Crudities may _ 
Breed Diſeaſes. ; | „ 

Or. Vom. Pray give me my Money. Figd bk: do” 

Dor. Not a Penny; when you bring the Gentlewoman 
Hither you ſpoke of, you ſhall be paid. 

Or. Wom. The Gentlewoman ! the Gentlewoman may 
Be as honeſt as your Siſter, for ought I know. Pray 


Pay me, Mr. Dorimant, and do not abuſe me ſo; ; T have 


An honeſter way of living, you know it. 
| Med. Was there ever ſuch a refty Bawd? . 
Dior. Some Jade's Tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes amends 
When ſhe's in good Humour ; Come, tell me the- Lady's 
Name, and Handy ſhall pay you. 
_ Or Mon.] muſt not, ſhe forbid me. 
Der. That's a ſure Sign ſhe wou'd have you. 


7 
, 
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Med. Where does ſhe live? W þ 
Or. Wom. They lodge at my Houſe. - - KY 
Med. Nay, then ſhe's in a hopeful waxy. 

Or. Vom. Good Mr. Medley, ſay your pleaſure of me, 
But take heed how you affront my Houſe ; God's my Life 
In a hopeful Way ! | 

Dor. Pr'ythee 3 what kind of Woman' 8 the Mother? 

Or. Nom. A goodly grave Gentlewoman. Lord how 
She talks againſt the wild young Men o'the Town ; as 
For your Part, ſhe thinks you an arrant Devil; ſhou d 
She ſee you, on my Conſcience ſhe en ** if 3 vou 
Had not a cloven Foot. | 

Dor. Does ſhe know me ? / 5 

Or. Nom. Only by hearſay; a thouſand horrid Stories 
Have been told her of you, and ſhe believes em all. 

Med. By the Character, this ſhou'd be the famous 
Lady Waoodvil, and her Daughter Harriet. 

Or. Vom. The Devil's in him or wee, 1 think 

Dor. Do you knoẽw em? 

Med. Both very well; the Mother's Treat Admirer 
Of the Forms and Civility of the laſt Age. ; 
Dor. An antiquated Beauty may be allowed to be out 
Of humour at the Freedoms of the preſent. This is 

A good Account of the meas: 3 ay Wr is __ 
Dailghter ?. To G 

Med. Why, firſt 99 an Heireſs N Rick.” 

Dor. And Handſome? | 

Med. What Alteration a Wen ava may I LEgS 
Bred in her I know not, but a Year ago ſhe was the 
Beautifulleſt Creature I ever ſaw; a fine, eaſie, clean 
Shape, light-brown Hair in abundance ; her Features 
Regular, her Complexion clear and lively, large wanton 
Eyes; but above all, a Mouth that has made me kiſs it a 
Thouſand times in Imagination, Teeth white and even, 
And pretty pouting Lips, with a little moiſture ever é 
Hanging on them, that look like the Province Roſe freſh* 
On the Buſh, eber the Morning Sun has quite drawn up 

„ Kal 


8 


ea” 


14 The Mah of Mor 3 4. 


The Dew. 9385 1 
Dor. Rapture, meer l 


Or. Nom. Nays: u. you 1 0 hem delicate 


— Has ſhe Wit? i 1 97 
Med. More than is uſual in her * a as mh 


Malice. Then ſhe's as wild as you wou'd wiſh her, and 


Has a Demureneſs in her Looks that makes it ſo ſurprizing. 

Dor. Fleſh and Blood cannot hear this, and * 
To know her. 

Med. I — whad mln: her Mother * her up 
To Town; an old n Keeper cannotde more Jealout 
Of his Miſtreſs. 

Or. Nom. She made me laugh vieſterdig: z thats was 


A Judge came to viſit em, and the old Man, ſhe told me, 


Did ſo ſtare upon her, and when he ſaluted her Smack'd 
So heartily ; who wow'd think it of em | 
_ Med. God a- merey, judge. 

Dor. Do em right, the Gentlemen of the Ldng Robe 
Have not been wanting by their good Examples to 
Countenance the crying Sin o'the Nation. 

Med. Come, on with your Drappings, | tis liter chan 
Vou imagine. 

Dor. Call in the Sboe-maker, Handy. 

Or. Nom. Good Mr. Dorimant pay me; Gad, 1 had 
Rather give you my Fruit, than fiay to be abus'd by that 
Foul-mouth'd Rogue; what you Gentlemen ſay it matters 
Not much, but ſuch a dirty Fellow does' one more 3 
Diſgrace. 

Dor. Give her ten Shillings, and be ſure you tell the 
Young Gentlewoman I muſt be acquainted with her. 

Or. Wom. Now do you long to be tempting this pretty 
Creature. Well, Heav'ns mend you. 

Med. Farewel, Bogg. [Ex. Or. Wom. and Handy, 
Dorimant, when did you ſee your Pis aller, as you call 
Her, Mrs, Loveit | 4 


tte 


Calm in my Affairs of late, I have not had the Pleaſure 


— 


Sir Forr v FLUTTER, "Is 


Dor. Not theſe two Days. 

| Med. And how ſtand Affairs between erg PE 

Dar. There has been great patching of n ado 
We make a ſhift to hang together. 171 

Med. T wonder how her mighty Spirit benmit. 

Dor. IIl enough on all ee 1 never knew ſo 

- Violent a Creature. ” 

Med, She's the moſt or CR in how Love, and the 
Moſt extravagant in her Jealouſie of any Woman A ever 
Heard of. What, Note is that? | 

Dor. An Excuſe I am going to fond, hor for the”: 
Neglect I am guilty of. 

Med. Prythee read it. 

Dor. No, but if you will take the pains you may. 


Medley reads. 

| Tae 4 4 Lover of Buſineſs, but now I haue a juft 
Reaſon 10 hate it, fince it has kept.me theſe lo Days from 
ſreing you- T intend to wait upon you in the Afternoon, 
and in the Pleaſure of your_ Converſation, Forget all I 
have ſuffer'd during this tedious Abſence. 
This Buſineſs of yours, Dorimant, has been with a a 
Vizard at the Play-houſe, I have had an Eye on you. 
If ſome malicious Body ſhould betray you, this n + 
Note wou'd hardly. make your Peace with her. 

Dor. I deſire no better. 

Med. Why, wou'd her Knowledge of i it 8 

Dor. Moſt infinitely; next to the coming to a good. 
Underſtanding with a new Miſtreſs, I love a Quarrel with 
An old one; but the Devil's in't, there has been ſuch a 


Of making a Woman ſo much as break her Fan, to be 
Sullen, or forfwear herſelf, theſe three Days. | 
Med. A very great Misfortune ; let me ſee, I love 
Miſchief well enough, to forward this Buſineſs my ſelf s 
Fl about it preſently, and though I know the Truth ef 
What Vave done will ſet her a raving, I'll heighten it a 
Little 


- l — 1 
— —— — 
. . —— 


1 
' 
N 


—— 


— 


16 be Man of Mop; , 
Little with Invention, leave her in a Fit o'the Mother, 
And be here again before y'are ready, 


Dor. Pray ſtay, you may ſpare your {ele the Laar, | 
The Buſineſs is undertaken already by one who will 


Manage it with as much Addreſs, and I think with a 
Little more Malice than you can. 
Med. Who i'the Devil's Name can this be! 


8 Dor. Why the Vizard, e [lrovrr you faw me 


With. 19 % its 105 : 

Med. Does ſne love Miſchief ſo well, as to betray her 
Self to ſpight another 

Dor. Not ſo neither, Medley. 1 wil 5 you 
Comprehend the Myſtery; this Maſk, for a farther 
Confirmation of what I have been theſe two Days 
Swearing to her, made me yeſterday at the Play-houſe 
Make her a Promiſe before her Face, utterly to break off 
With Zo2#it;. and becauſe ſhe tenders my Reputation, and 
Wou'd not have me do a barbarous thing, has ne a 
Way to give me a handſom Oocaſion. W. 

Med. Very good. | Ks 

Dor. She intends, about an Hour before me, this 
Afternoon to make Lopeit a Viſit, and (having the 
Privilege, by reaſon of a profeſs anne 'ein) 
To talk of her Conceruas. 

Med. Is ſhe a Friend ? 2925 

Dor. Oh, an intimate Friend! 

Med. Better and better; pray — 

Dor. She means inſenſibly to inſinuate a Diſcourſe of 
Me, and artificially raiſe her Jealouſy to ſuch a height, 
That tranſported with the firſt Motions of her Paſſion, 
She ſhall fly upon me with all the Fury imaginable; as 
Soon as ever J enter; the Quarrel being thus happily 
Begun, I am to play my Part, confeſs and juſtify all my 
Roguery, ſwear her Impertinence and ill Humour makes 
Her intolerable, tax her with the next Fop that comes 
* my Head, and in a a Huff march away 3 flight: her, 


* 
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And leave her to be taken by whoſoever thinks it worth 
His Time to lye down before her. 

Med. This Vizard is a Spark, and has « Genius that 
Makes her worthy of your ſelf, Dorimant. 

Enter Handy, Shoemaker, and Foot man. 

Dor. You Rogue there, who ſneak like a Dog that has 
Flung down a Diſh, if you do not mend your waiting TI 
Uncaſe you, and turn you looſe to the Wheel of Fortune. 
Handy, ſeal _ and let him run-with it preſently. 

[Ex. Handy and Foot-man. 

Med. aer y'are reſol vd on a SR you do you 
Send her this kind Note? 

Dor. To keep her at home in 4 to the Buſineſs. 
How now, you drunken Sot ? [To the Shoemaker.- 
Shoem. Zbud, you have no reaſon to talk, I have not 
Had a Bottle of Sack of yours in my Belly this Fortnight. 

Med. The Orange Woman ſays, your Neighbours 
Take notice whata Heathen you are, and defign to 
Inform the Biſhop, and have you burn'd for an Atheift. 

Shoems. Damn her, Dunghil, if her Huſband does not 
Remove her, ſhe ſtinks ſo, the Pariſh intend to indick 
Him for a Nuſance. 

Med. I adviſe you like a Friend, reform your Lie, 
Vou have brought the Envy of the World upon you, 

By living above your ſelf. Whoring and Sear are 
Vices too gentile for a Soemaker.. 

Shoem. *Zbud, I think you Men of Quality will grow 
As unreaſorable as the Women; you wou'd ingroſs the 
Sins o'the Nation; poor Folks can no ſooner be wicked, 
But they're rail'd at by their Betters. 

Dor. Sirrah, Vl have you ſtand "the Filo for chis 
Libel. | 

Shoem. Some 5 you aer it, I'm . ; thens are 
So many of 'em, that our Journeymen, not a- days, 


Inſtead of harmleſs n ling 1125705 but chew. camn'd | 


a 5 


— 


Der, 


18 ' The Man of Mozx ; . 
Dor. Our Lampooks, you Rogue? | 
Shoem. Nay, good Maſter, why ſhou'd not you 
Write your own. Commentaries, as well as Par” | 
Med. The Raſcal's read, I perceive. . 
Sboem. You know the old Proverb, Ale and Hiſtory. 
Dor. Draw on my Shoes, Sirrab. CE 
: $hoem. Here's a Shoe! | 
Dor. Sits with more Wrinkles than there are in an 
Angry Bully's Forehead. 
Sboem. *Zbud, as ſmooth. as your Miſtreſ' Skin does 


Vents her; ſo, ſtrike your Foot in home. Zbud, if e'er 


A Monſieur of em all make more faſhionable Ware, I'll 

Be content to have my Ears r off with ** own 

Paring-Knife. 1 * 
Med. And ſerv'd up in a e. inflead of 


Coxcombs, to a Company of French Shoemakers, for a 
Collation. 


Sboem. Hold, hold, damn em, | Ontexpillaes, let em 


Feed upon Cabbage; come, Maſter, your Health this 


Morning next my Heart now. 


Dor: Go, get you home, and govern your Family 

Better; do not let your Wife follow you to the 

Ale- houſe, beat your Rog and lead you home in 
Triumph. 

Shoem. Zbud, there's never a Man the Town 3 
More like a Gentleman, with his Wife, than I do. I 
Never mind her Motions, ſhe never inquires into mine ; 
We ſpeak to one another civilly, hate one another 
Heartily, and becauſe 'tis vulgar to lye and ſoak together, 
We have each of us our ſeveral Settle-bed. | 

Dar. Give him half a Crown. 

Ned. Not without he will promiſe to be bloody 
Drunk. 

S bam. Tope 's the Ward the Eye of the World, 

For my Maſter's Honour, Robin. 


Der. Do not debauch my Servants, Sirra sn. 
- Shoem, 
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Sboem. I only tip him the Wink; he knows an | 
Ale-houſe from a Hoviil. Iota Shoemaker. 

Dor. My Cloaths, quickly. ß On ISHII « 

Mad. Where ſhall we dine to Day? 

Dor. Where you will; here comes a good wy Mane 

8 Enter Bellair. 

Bell. Your Servant, Gentleggen. - 

Med. Gentle Sir, how will you anſwer this Viſe to 
Your honourable Miſtreſs ? Tis not her Intereſt you 
Shou d keep Company with Men of Senſe, who will _ 
Talking Reaſon. ; 

Bell. I do not fear her Pardon, do you but RESIN: me 
Yours, for my Neglect e. 

Med. Though y ave made us miſerable by the want of 
Your good Company; to ſhow you I am free from all 
Reſentment, may the beautiful Cauſe of our Misfortune 
Give you all the Joys happy Lovers have ſhard ever 
Since the World began. 

Bell. You wiſh me in Heav' n, but you believe me on 
My Journey to Hell. 

Med. You have a good firong Faith, and that may 
Contribute much towards your Salvation. I confeſs I 
Am but of an untoward Conſtitution, apt to have Doubts 
And Scruples, and in Love they are no leſs diſtracting 
Than in Religion; were I fo near Marriage, I ſhou'd 
Cry out by Fits as I ride in my Coach, Cuckold. 
Cuckold, with no leſs Fury than the mad Fanatiok does 
Glory in Bedlam. 

Bell. Becauſe Religion makes me run mad, muſt I 
Live an Atheiſt? 

Med. Is it not great Indiſcretion for a Man of Credit, 
Who may have Money enough on his Word, to go and 
Deal with Jeros, who for little Sums make Men enter 
Into Bonds, and give Judgment? 

Bell. Preach no more on this Text, Iam Sterne) d. 
Aud there is no hope of my Converſion, _ * 


Dar. 
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Dor. Leave your unneceſfary Fiddling; a Waſp that $ 
Buzzing abbut a Man's Noſe at Diner, 1s. not more 
Troubleſome than thou art. 
[To Handy, eh 7s fadling abiit hin. 
Handy. You love to have your Cloaths hang juſt, Sir. 
Dor. I love to be well drefs'd, Sir; and think it no 
Scandal to my Underſtanding. 
Handy. Will you _ the Efſence, or Orange-flower - 
Water? 


Dor. Iwill ſmell as 1 do to Day, no Offence t to the | 


Lady s Noſes. 

Handy. Your Pleaſure; Sir. $4 #49 

Dor. That a Man's Excellency odd hei in neatly 
Tying of a Ribbond, or a Cravat! How careful's Nature 
In furniſhing the World with neceſſary Coxcombs ? 

- Bell. That's a mighty pretty Suit of yours, Dorimant. 

Dar. I am glad 't has your Approbation. 
Bell. No Man in Town ot a Peder Fancy i in lis 
Cloaths than you have. 

Dor. Vou will make me er an Opinion of my „ Genu 

Med. There is a great Critick, I hear, in theſe 
Matters lately arriv'd piping hot from Paris. 
Bell. Sir Foppling Hutter, you K mean. | 

Med. The fame. © | 

Bell. He thinks himſelf the Pattern of Moder 
| Ge ern 

Dov. He is indeed the Pattem of Modern F oppery. 

Med. He was yeſterday at the Play, with a Pair of 
Gloves up to his Elbows, and a Perriwig more exactly 
_ Curl'd than a Lady's Head newly dreſs d for a Ball. 
Bell. What a pretty Lifp he has! 
Dor. Ho! that he affects 1 in Imitatjon of the People of 
Quality in France. © 

Med. His Head ſtands for the oft Part on one Side, 
And his Looks are more languiſhing than a Lady's when 
oy lolls at ſtreich in her Gon, or leans her Head 


a | 85 Careleſly 


lre 


ius. 
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Carcleſly againſt the fide of a Box i'the Play-houſe. . 

Dor. He is a Perſon indeed of great acquird F ollies. | 

Med. He is like many others, beholden to his 
Education for making him ſo eminent a Coxcomb; man 
A Fool had been loſt to the World, had their indulgent 
Parents wiſely beſtow'd neither Learning nor good 
Breeding on em. 

Bell. He has been, as the ſparkiſſi Word is, briſk upon 
The Ladies already; he was yeſterday at my Aunt 
Trunky's, and gave Mrs. Loveit a Catalogue of his, good 
Qualities, under the Character of àa compleat Gentleman, 


Who, according to Sir Ppling, ought to dreſs well, dance 


Well, fence well, have a Genius for Love-Letters, an 
Agreeable Voice for a Chamber, be very Amorous, 
Something diſcreet, | but not over Conſtant. | 

Med. Pretty * to make an * 4 
Perſon. N 

Dor. I am 835 he pitch d upon Luveit. „„ 

Bell. How fo? © NT. 

Dor. I wanted a Fop to lay to her Charge, and S 
As pat as may be. 

Bell. I am confident me loves no Man but 1 


Dor. The good! Fortune were enough to make me 4 


But that Tam in my Nature modeſt. 

Bell. Hark you, Dorimant, with your Leave, Mr. Medley, 
'Tis only a Secret concerning a fair Lady. 

Med. Your good: Breeding, Sir, gives you too much 
Trouble; * might have whiſper d without 4s this 
Ceremony. 

Bell. NN Rand your Affairs with Bellinda of late > 

| [7 Dorimant. 

Dor. She's a ;itdejiking 9 85 > 

Bell. ak I believe her falſe . but ſhe's ne er 
The worſe for your purpoſe ; 1 Ye was with you yeſterday 
In a Diſguiſe at the Play. 


Dor. There we fell out, 2 reſolv'd never to ſpeak to 
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One another more. 

Bell. The Occaſion? | 

Dor. Want of Courage to meet me at the Place 
Appointed. Theſe young Women apprehend loving, ag 
Much as the young Men do fighting at firſt; but once 
Enter d, like them too, they all turn Bullies ſtraight. 

| Enter Handy 70 Bellair, . 

Handy Sin, your Man without deſires to ſpeak with 

=. 

Bell. Gentlemen, TI returnimmediately. LE x. Bellair 
Med. A very pretty Fellow, this. | 
Dor. He's handſom, well-bred, and by much che 

Moſt tolerable of all * young Men that do not abound 

In Wit. 

Med. Ever well drefvd, always Complais ant, and 
Seldom impertinent ; you and he are grown very intime, 
8 

Dor. It is our mutual 1 to be ſo; it 30 the 
Women think the better of his Underſtanding, and judge 
More favourably of my Reputation; it makes him paſs 
Upon ſome for a Man of very good Senſe, and me upon 
Others for a very civil Perſon. s 1 
Med. What was that Whiſper ? 

„„ thing which he wou'd fain have known, but I 

Did not think it fit to tell him; it might have frighted 

Him from his honourable Intentions of marrying; | 
Med. Emilia, give her her due, has the beſt 

Reputation of any young Woman about the Town, who' 

Has Beauty enough to provoke Detraction; her Carriage 

Is unaffected, her Diſcourſe modeſt, not at all Cenſorious, 

| Nor pretendi wh like the Counterfeits of the Age. 

Dor. She's a diſcreet Maid, and 1 nne can 

Corrupt her but a, Huſband. 

Meg. A Huſhand * „ 

Dor. Ves, a Huſband; I have [WEI many „Women 
Make a difficulty of loſing a Maiden-head, who have 


_ Afterward 


- 
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Condition. 
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Afterwards made none of a Cuckold. | 

Med. This prudent Conſideration, I am apt to think, 
Has made you confirm poor Bellaie in the deſperate | 
Reſolution he has taken. 
Dor. Indeed the little hope 1 found there dran aß her, 


In the State ſhe was in, has made him by my Advice 


Contribute ſomething towards the changing of her 
Enter Bellair. 


; Dear Bellair, by Heay' ns I thought we had loft thee ; pp 


Men in Love are never to be reckon'd on when we wou'd 
Form a Company. 

Bell. Derimant, T am undone ; my Man has brought 
The moſt ſurpriſing News !the World. 
Dor. Some ſtrange Misfortune is befallen your Love. 

Bell. My Father came to Town laſt Night, and 
Lodges i the very Houſe where Emilia lyes. 

Med. Does he know it is with her you are in Love? 

Bell. He knows I love, but knows not whom, * 
Some offcious Sot has betray d me. 

Dr. Your Aunt Toeonley is your Confident, ud 
Favours the Buſineſs. 

Bell. I do not apprehend any ill Office from hers * 


| Have receiv'd a Letter, in which I am commanded by 


My Father to meet him at my Aunt's this;Afternoon; þ. 
He tells me farther, he has made a Match for me, and 


Bids me reſolve to be obedient: to his Will, or * to 


Be diſinheriten. 4 

Med. Now's your Time, Bellair, never had Lover. 
Such an Opportunity. of giving a generous Proof of his 
Paſſion, ; 

B.. As how, 1 pray? 

Med. Why, hang an Eſtate, marry Emilia out of 
Hand, and provoke your Father to do what he threatens; 
Tis but deſpiſing a Coach, humbling your ſelf to a Pair 
Of Goloſhooes, being out of Countenance when you 


Meet 


* 
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Meet your Friends, pointed at and pitied where-ever you 
Go by all the amorous Fops that re you, and your 
Fame will be Immortal. 

Bell. Icou'd find in my Hear to reſolve not to marry 
At all. 

Dor. Fie, fin: that would ſpoil a good Jeſt, and 
Diſappoint the well-natur'd Town of an occaſion of 
Laughing at you. 

Bell. The Storm T have fo long 3 hangs o'er 
My Head, and begins to pour down upon me; I am on 
The Rack, and can have no Reſt till Tm ſatisfied in 

What I fear; where do you dine? 

Dor. At Long s, or Locket's. 

Med. At Long let it be. 

Bell. Vl run and ſee Emilia, and inform my ſelf how 
Matters ſtand; if my Misfortunes are not fo great as to 
* me unfitfor Company, I'l be with you. (Ex. Bellair. 
8 nter a Footman with a Letter. | 
Fm. Here's a Letter, Sir. © [To Dorimant, 

Dor. The Superſcription's right: For Mr. Dorimant. 

Med. Let's ſee, the very Scrawl and Spelling of a 
True bred Whore. 7 

_ Dor. Eknow the Hand; the Sie is admirable, I aſſure 
. Pr“ m_ read i it. 


„ 


| : Deviiust ds; 
11 told 4 nj Jau ac not louie me, if you "ey you ron & hat 


me again e er now; I have no Mony, and am ven Tow 

| "Mallivll; 3 pray ſend me a Guynie to ſee the Operits. 8 
Vour Servant to Command, Very 

Peopl 

Med Pray let the Whore have a Givourable Anſwer, ea 
That ſhe may Spark it in a Box, and do Honour to bei 
Profcſon. Br 


Dar. 
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Dor. She ſhall, and perk up "he Face of Qu. 
Is the Coach at Door? 
Handy. Vou did not bid me ſend for it. 
Dor. Eternal Blockhead 1 Handy offers fo £0 aut. 
Ha Sot 
Handy. Did you call me, Sir ? 
Dor. 1 hope you have no juſt Exception to the Name, 
Sir? 
Handy. I have Senſe, Sir. | 
8 Dor. Not ſo much as a Flie in Winter. Howdid 
You come, Medley? 
Med. In a Chair: 
Notm. You thay have a Hackney-Coach, 4 vou 
* Pleaſe, Sir. 
. Dor. I may ride the Elephant, if I pleaſe. Sir, call 
hir. Another Chair, and let my Coach follow to Long's. 
Be calm, ye great Parents, &c. [Ex x Singing* 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter Lady Townly and Emilia. 


7 hat Town, I Was afraid, Emilia, all had been diſcover'd. - 
9 | A Emil. I tremble with the Apprehenſion ſtill. 
Town. That my Brother ſhou'd take Lodgings the 

Very Houſe where you lye 
Emil, "T'was lucky, we had timely notice to warn the 
People to be ſecret. He ſeems to be amighty good 
Humour'd old Man. 
Town. He ever had a notable ſmerking way with him: | 
Emil. He calls me Rogue, tells me he can't abide me. 
a | B And 
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And does ſo be-pat me. 
Town. On my Word you are much in hi Favour then, 


Emil. He has been. very inquiſitive, I am told, about 


My Family, my Reputation, and my F ortune. 
Doron. Tam confident he does not i'the leaſt ſuſpect 
Youare the Woman his Son's in Love with. 


Emil. What ſhou'd make him then inform himſelf ſo 


Particularly of me? 

Town. He was always of a very loving ie himſelf; ; 
It may be he has a doting Fitupon him, who knows? 
Emil. It cannot be. | 
| Enter young Bellair. 

Jon. Here comes my Nephew. | Where did you 
Leave your Father? 

Y. Bell. Writing a Note within. Emilia; this early 
Viſit looks as if ſome kind Jealouſic wou'd not let 25 
Reſt at home. 

Emil. The Knowledge I have of my Rival, gives me 
A little Cauſe to fear your Conſtancy. 

V. Bell. My Confiancy | 1 vow — | 

Emil. Do not vow Our Love is frail as is our 


Life, and full as little in our Power; and are you fure - 
You ſhall out- live this Day? | 


V. Bell. I am not: but when we are in perfect Health, 
Twere an idle thing to fright our ſelves with the Thoughts 
Of ſudden Death. 

Town. Pray what has paſs'd between you 0 and your 


Fatheri'the Garden? 
V. Bell. He's firm in his Reſolution. tells me I muſt 


Marry Mrs. Harriet, or ſwears hell marry himſelf, and 
Diſinherit me; when Iſaw I could not prevail with him to 
Be more indulgent, Idiſſembled an Obedience to his Will, 
Which has compog'd his Paſſion, and will give us Time, 


And Ihope Opportunity to deceive him. 


Enter old Bellair, with a Note 7 in bis Hand. 


Ton. Peace, here he comes. 
0. Bil 


A 
8 
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O. Bell. Harry, take this, and let your Man carry it 
For me to Mr. Fwrbes's Chamber, my Lawyer, i'the 
Temple. Mt LK a- _ IL anv glad to ſee thee here, 
13" SETS « [To Emilia. 
Make much of heh; Siſter, the s one of the bel of your 
Acquaintance; Ilike her Countenance and her Behaviour, 
Well, ſhe has a Modeſty that is not common 1 chis Abe, ; 


4 God ſhe has. 


Town. Iknow her Value, Aker and 3 her 


Accordingly. 
O. Bell. Adviſe her to wear a little n more : Minh in her 


Face, a-dod ſhe's too ſerious. 


Town. The Fault is very excuſable in a ene Tf 

O. Bell. Nay; a-dod, I like her ne'er the worſe, a 
Melancholy Beauty has her Charms; I love a pretty 
Sadneſs in a Face which varies now and then, like 
Changeable Colours, into a Smile. 

Town. Methinks you ſpeak very feelingly, Brother. 

O. Bell. Tam but Five and Fifty, Siſter, you know, 
An Age "os I nnn Cy * Sweet 
Heart. $61 A A451. [T Emilia. 
I havea. did: to tell thee: may em to take thee 
Merry; we three will make Collation together anon, i'the 
Mean time mum, I can't abide you; go, I can't abide 


Vou.— Harry, come, you [Enter young Bellair. 
Muſt along with me to my Lady WodvitPs. 1 am " going 
To ſlip the Boy at a Miſtreſes. 


V. Bell. At a Wife, Sir, you wou'd oe 

O. Bell. You need not look ſo grum, Sir, a Wife is no 
Curſe when ſhe brings the ,Blefling of a good Eſtate with 
Her; but an idle Town Flurt, with a painted Face, a 
Rotten Reputation, and a craſie Fortune, a- dod, is the 
IO and ſuch a one I hear young in z 

ith. OY 

V. Bell. I cannot help Detraction, Sir. 

N Out, a 9 Breeches, ther keepin 
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Fools enough for ſuch Haunting Baggages, and they are 

Een too good for em. Remember Night. [To Emilia, 

Go, yare a Rogue, y are a Rogue; fare you well, fare 

You well; Ons Gm come along Sir. & 

IEx. Old and Tung Bellair, 

Town. On my word the old Man * pace: 
T'll lay my Life he is ſmitte. 

Emil. This is nothing but thePleafuntne of demon 

Town. I know him better than you, let it work, it 
May _ lucky. 2 

| Enter a Page. | 

Page. Madam, Mr. Medley has ſent to know whether 
A Viſit will not be troubleſome this Afternoon? - 

| Toon. Send him word his Viſits ne er are __ Ex. Page. 

Emil. He's a very pleaſant Man. 

Town. He's a very neceſſary — wn; 
He's not ſcandalous i'the leaſt, perpetually contriving to 
Bring good Company together, and always _— to ſtop 
Up a Gap at Ombre; then he knows 1 the . 5 
News o'the Tw. 

Emil. J love to hear him Nall 0 the 3 let'em 
Be never ſodull in themſelves, heVimike” em pleaſant ithe 


Relation. 
Town. But he improves things ſo much one can take no 


Meaſure of the Truth from him. Mr. Dorimant ſwears 

A Flea or a Maggot is not made more monſtrous by a 

Magnifying Glaſs, than a Story is by his ein it. 
Emil. Hold, here He comes. 5 | 


Enter Medley. 155 
Town. Mr. Maly. Ef 224 
Town. Your Servant, Madan. 


Town. Van have made your ſelf ä 8 


Emil. I believe you took a Surfeit of Omdre laſt time 
You were here. 


Med. Indeed I had my Belly full of that Tervwagant 


e Dani * was 0 — e 
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Old Gleeker never lov'd to fit to't like her; I have play's 
With her now at leaſt a dozen times, till ſhe has worn 
Out all her fine Complexion, and her Tour wou d keep 
In Curl no longer. 

Toon. Blame her not, poor Woman ſhe whey nothing 
So well as a black Ace. 

Med. The Pleaſure I have ſeen her in, when ſhe has had 
Hope in drawing for a Matadore. 

Emil. Tis as pretty Sport to her, as perſuading Maſks 
Off is to you to make Diſcoveries. 

Toon. Pray, where's your Friend, Mr. Dorimant ? 

Med. Solliciting his Affairs; he's a Man of great 
Imployment, has more Miſtrefles now depending, than 
The moſt eminent Lawyer in England has Cauſes. 

Emil. Here has been Mrs. Loveit, ſo uneaſy and out 
Of humour theſe two Days. 

Town. How ſtrangely Love and Jealouſic _ in tha 
Poor Woman f 

Med. She cou'd not have pick'd out a Devil upon | 
Earth fo proper to torment her; he has made her break a 
Dozen or two of Fans already, tear half a Score Points in 
Pieces, and deſtroy Hoods. and. Knots without number. 

Town. We heard of a . Serenade he * ber 


Tother Night. 


Med. A Dazifſs Serenade, wich Kertle-Drams and 


Frumpets. 


Emil. Oh barbarous ' 

Med. What, you are of the number of the "Io "oy 
Whoſe Years are grown ſo delicate ſince our Opera's, 
You can. becharm'd with nothing but Flate Doux, and 
French Hautboys. | 

Emil. Leave your Raillery, and lf, i there any 
New Wit come forth, Songs, or Novels? 

Med. A very pretty Piece of Gallantry, by an eminent 
Author, call'd The Diverfonof Bruxells, very neceſſary 


70 be _ 1 by all old Ladies, who are deſirous to 
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Improve themſelves at Queſtions and Commands, 


Blindman's Buffe and the like faſhionable Recreations, - 
. Emil. Oh ridiculous! 


: Med. Then there is the Art of Aﬀedation,. written - 


By a late Beauty of Quality, teaching you how to draw 


Up your Breaſts, ſtretch up your Neck, to thruſt out 


Your Breech, to play with your: Head, to toſs up your 
Noſe, to bite your Lips, to turn up your Eyes, to ſpeak 
In a filly ſoft Tone of a Voice, and uſe all the-fooliſh 
French Words that will infallibly make your Perſon and 
Converſation charming, with a ſhort Apology at the 
Latter End, in the behalfof young Ladies who notoriouſly 
Waſh and paint, though N have er. good 
Complexions. * _ 

Emil. What a deal of Suff you” tel . ts 

Med. Such as the Town affords, Madam. The 


KRuſſiaans bearing the great Reſpe& we have for Foreign 
Dancing, have lately ſent over ſome of their beſt Balladins, 


Who are now practiſing a famous Ballat, which will be 
Suddenly danc'd at the Bear-Garden. | 
| Town. Pray forbear your idle Stories, and give us an 


| Gene of the State of Love, as it now ſtands; - 


Med. Truly there has been ſome Revolutions in thoſe 
Affairs, great chopping and changing among the old, and 
Some new Lovers, whom Malice, Indiſcretion and 
Misfortune, have luckily brought into play. 

Town. What think you of walking into the nekt 


Room, and fitting down before you engage in this. a 


Buſineſs? | 
Med. Pl wait upon you, _w_ I A070 n Womin 
Are commonly unreaſonable) by the Plenty of Scandal 


IHhall oven” to Kt you boots good eqn Ladies. 
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Enter Mrs. Loveit 1 Pert. 
(La Loveit putting up a Letter, then pulling 
| but ber Pocket-Glaſs, and ka, in 10 
Loo, Pere. | | 


Pert. Madam. 


Lov. J hate my ſelf, I look ſo ill to day. 

Pert. Hate the wicked Cauſe on't, - that baſe Man, 
Mr. Dorimant, who makes you torment and vex your 
Self continually. 

Low. He is to blame, indeed. 5 

Pert. To blame! to be two Days without (ending, N 
Writing, or coming near you, contrary to his Oath and 
Covenant ! *twas to much purpoſe to make him ſwear ; 
Pll lay my life there's not an Article but he has broken, 
Talk'd to the Vizards i'the Pit, waited upon the Ladies 
From the Boxes to their Coaches; gone behind the 
Scenes, and fawn'd upon thoſe little inſignificant Creatures, 
The Players; tis impoſſible for a Man of his inconſtant 
Temper to forbear, I'm ſure. 

Lov. I know he is a Devil, but he has lates of 
The Angel yet undefac'd in him, which makes him ſo 
Charming and agreeable, that I muſt love kim be he 


Never ſo wicked. 


Pert. I little thought, Madam, to ſee your Spirit | 
Tamed to this degree, who baniſh'd Poor Mr. Lackzit, 
But for taking up another Lady's Fan in your Preſence. 

Lov. My knowing of ſuch odious Fools, contributes 
To the making of me love Dorimant the better. | 

Pert. Your knowing of Mr. Dorimant, in my mind, 


Should rather make you hate all Mankind, 


* B4 Lov. 
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Lov. So it does, beſides himſelf. - | 
Pert. Pray, what Excuſe does: he make 3 in his Letter? 
Lor. He has had Buſineſs, 

Pert. Buſineſs in general Terms N not have been 

A currant Excuſe for another; a modiſh Man is always 

Very buſy when he is in purſuit of a new Miſtreſs. 

Lor. Some Fop hasbrib'd you to rail at him ; he had 

Buſineſs, I will believe it, and will forgive him. 

Pert. You may forgive him any thing, but I ſhall 

Never forgive him his . me into ridicule, as I hear 

He does. 


Loy. I perceive you are of the {505 * of thoſe Fock 


_ His Wit has made his Enemies. 

Pert. I am of the number of thoſe he's pleased to rally, 
Madam; and if we may believe Mr. Wag fan and 
Mr. Capertoell, he ſometimes makes merry with we ſelf 
Too, among his laughing Companions. 
Tov. Blockheads are as malicious to witty Men, as 
Ugly Women are to the handſome; *tis their [atereſt, and 
They make it their Buſineſs to defame em. 

Pert. I wiſh Mr. Dorimant wou'd not make it his 
Buſineſs to defame you. 

Tov. Should he, T had rather be made infamous by 
Him, than owe my Reputation to the dull Diſctetion.of 


"Thoſe Fops you talk of. Belinda [Running to ber. 


| Enter Bellinda. 

Bell. My Dear! | 

£ov. You have been unkind of late. 

Bell. Do not ſay unkind, ſay unhappy. 

-- Lov. I could chide you, where have you been theſe. 
Two Days? 

Bell. Pity me rather, my Dear, where J have wiews 
Tird with two or three Country Gentlewomen, whoſe 
Converſation has been more unſufferable than a Country 
Fiddle. 

8 ; s. £6 
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Bell. No, Welſb Acquaintance I made when I was 
Laſt Year at St. Vinefred's, they have aſk'd me a thouſand 
Queſtions of the Modes and. Intrigues of the Town, and: 
I have told em almoſt as many things for News, that 
Hardly were ſo when their Gowns were in faſhion. 
Loy. Provoking Creatures, how cou'd.you-endure em 
Beil. Now to carry on my Plot; nothing but Love 
Cou'd make me capable of ſo much Falſhood: [Afdte 


Tis time to begin, leſt Dorimant ſhould: come before her 


Jealouſie has ſtung her. . [Laughs, and then ſpeaks on 
I was yeſterday ata Play with em, where I was fain to- 
Shew 'em the living, as the Man at Veſiminſter does the- 
Dead; that is Mrs. ſuch a one admit d for her Beauty: 
This is Mr; ſucha one cry'd up fora Wit; that is ſparkiſſy 
Mr. ſuch a one, who keeps Reverend Mrs. ſuch a one; and. 
There fits- fine Mrs. ſuch a one, who was * r 
Lord ſuch a one. 

Lov. Did you ſee Dorimant there? 

Bell. Idid, and imagine ”_ were there an 
And have no mind to own it. 

Lov. What ſhould make you think ob ry 

Bell. A Lady maſk'd in a pretty Diſhabillic, whom 
Dorimant entertained with more reſpect, than the | 


Gallants do a common Vizard. 

Lov. Dorimant at the Play entertaining a | Maſk, 

Oh Heay'ns ! 22 44. 
Bell. Good . * 


Eov. Did he I all the while 7 

Bell. Till the Play was done, and then led her out, 
Which confirms me it was you! 

Low. Traitor! 


Pert. Now you may believe he had Buſinds, and you 


May forgive him too. 
Lov. Ingrateful perjur'd. Man?! ; 
Bell. You ſeem ſo Hel concern'd, my vw: Tear 
| ben told you unawares what I had better have conceal'd 
B E For 
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For your Quiet. 1 85 

Lor. What manner of Shape bad ſhe 1 F 

Bell. Tall and ſlender, her Motions very gentile ; 
Certainly ſhe muſt be ſome Perſon of Condition. 

Lov Shame and N Wan ever in der n ”"— 


She ſhows it. | FF, 

Bell. 1 ſhould blame your Diferecion- fot loving wat 
Wild Man, my Dear; but they fay he has a way ſo 
| Bewitching, that ew can defend their Hearts who know 
Him. ; 

Lov. J will tear kim from ini; or lis 7the Atcempr 

Bell. Be more moderate. 

Love Wou'd T had Daggers, Dai or eie d Arbor 
In my:Breaft, 0 I pris but remove er nee of him 


"2 


Fi rom thence. | — 
Bell Fie, fie,y your a Mn ent i are too oblolect; ny Dear 


This may be but an accidental er t tis is likely 
Ended at her Coach. 

Pert. Shou d it proceed farther, let your Canfact be, 
The Con duct Mr. Dorimant affects, will quickly make 
You know your Rival, ten to one let you ſee her ruin d, 
Her Reputation expos d to the Town, a Happineſs none 


Will envy her, but yourſelf, Madam. 
Lov. Who cer ſhe be, all thetharm' I wiſh her, is, 


May ſhe love him as well as I do, and may he give her 
As duch cauſe to hate him. 
ert. Never doubt the latter end bg mw Carle, 
Madam! | 
© Lov. May all the Paſſions that are raked by neglected 4 
Love, Jealouſie, Indignation, Spite, and Thirſt of 
Revenge, eternally rage in her Soul, as they do now in She 
Mine. [Walls up and down with a di 28 155 Air. 
a5 Enter a Page. 
Page. Madam, Mr. Dorimant 


Lo. Iwill not ſee him. 
Pee. I told him you were OR Madam. 


Liv. 


Sir Fortin. 8 35 
Loo. Say you ly'd, ſay I'm buſy, . the Door 3 
Say any thing. | 
Page. He's here, Madam. 
5 Enter Dorimant. 
"Dor. They taſte of Death, . zoho do at Heav'n arrives | 
But we this Paradiſe approach alive. 


Wok dancing the Galloping Nag without a Fiddle 1 1 
Tuo Loveit. 0 
[Offers to catch ber by 15 Hand, ſbe flings 
: away and walks on. © 
I fear this Refileſſneſs of the Body, Madam, [ purſuing Bor. 
Proceeds from an Unquietneſs of the Mind. What 
Unlucky Accident puts you out of Humour; a Point 
78 Ill waſh'd, Knots ſpoil'd i the making up, Hair ſhaded awry, 
m Or ſome other little Miſtake in ſetting you in Order? _ 
| Pert. A Trifle in my opinion, Sir, more inconſiderable 
Ir, Than any you mention. 
Dor. Oh! Mrs. Pert, I never now: you 1 beg enough 
To be ſilent; come, let me know the Buſineſß. 
de, Pert. The Buſineſs, Sir, is the Buſineſs that has taken 
You up theſe two Days; how have I ſeen you laugh at 
d, Men of . and now to become a Man of Buſineſs 
1 Your ſelf! 5 2 | 


Dar. We” are not Maſters of our Aﬀe&ions, our 
Inclinations daily alter ; now we love Pleaſure, and anon 
* We ſhall doat on Buſineſs ; Human F railty will have itlo, 
And who can help it, | 
Lov, F aithleſs, Inhuman, Barbarous Man. 
Dor. Good, now the Alarm ſtrikes. %, 
Qed Tov. Without Senſe of Love, of Honour or of 


Gratitude, tell me, for I will know, what Devil maſk'd 
win She was you were with her at the Play yeſterday ? 
Air. Dor. Faith I reſolv'd as much as you, but the Devil - 


Was obſtinate, and wou'd not tell me. | 
Lov. Falſe in this as in your Vows 0 m2 ! you do 


Know, | | | 
* 5 WS - . +" 


Lov. 
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Dor. The Truth is, Idid all Icou'd to know. 
Lov. And dare you own it to my Face? Hell and 
Furies? [Tears ber Fan in piece: 
Dor. Spare your Fan, Madam, you are growing hot, 
And will want it to cool you. | 
Tov. Horror and Diſtraction * you , Sorrow and 
Remorſe graw your Soul and * all your Perjuries 
To me. [Weeps. 
Dor. So Thunder breaks the Chud in tain, 
Aud makes a Paſſage for the Rain. [Turning to Bellinda . 
Bellinda, you are the Devil that have rais'd this Storm; 
You were at the Play yeſterday; [To Bellinda. 
And have been making Diſcoveries to your Dear. 
Bell. Vare the moſt miſtaken Man i'the World. 


Dor. It muſt be ſo, and here I vow Revenge; reſolve 


To purſue and perſecute you more impertinently than 
Ever any loving Fop did his Miſtreſs, hunt you i'the 
Park, trace you in the Mall, dog yon in every Viſit 
'You make, haunt you at the Plays, and !'the 
Drawing-Room, hang my Noſe in your Neck, and talk 
To you whether you will or no, and ever look upon you 
With ſuch dying Eyes, till your Friends grow jealous of 
Me, ſend you out of Town, and make the World ſuſpect 
Vour Reputation. At my Lady lin alower Voice. 
n s when we go from hence. 
He looks hind}, ly on Bellinda, 
Bell ITI meet you there. | 
Dor. Enough: 
Loo. Stand off, you ſha'not ſtare upon 1 ſo. | 
8 __  [Puſping Dorimant-amway. 
Dor. Good! There's one made jealous already. 
Los. Is this the Conſtancy you vow'ld ? han 
Dor. Conſtancy at my Years! tis not a Virtue in 
Seaſon, you might as well expect the Fruit the an 


Ripens i'the Spring. 
Lov, Monſtrous Principle! 3 
| Dor. 


—— —— — 
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Dor. Youth has a long Journey to go, Madam ; ſhould 
I have ſet up my Reſt at the firſt Inn I lodg d at, 1 
$kou'd never have arriv'd at the Happineſs I now r. 


Tv. Diſſembler, damn'd Diſſembler 


Dor. I am fo, I confeſs ; good Nature and good 
Manners corrupt me. I am honeſt in my Inclinations, 
And would not, wer't not to avoid Offence, make a 
Lady a little in Years believe I think her young, willfully 
Miſtake Art for Nature, and ſeem as fond of a thing I am 
Weary of, as when I doated on't in earneſt. 

Lov. Falſe Man, 

Dor. True Woman. AE 

Lov. Now you. begin to ſhow your fair? 

Dor. Love gilds us over, and makes us ſhow fine 
Things to one another for a time, but ſoon the Gold 
Wears off, and then again the Native Braſs appears. . 

Lov. Think on your Oaths, your Vows and. Proteſta- 
tions, perjur'd Man. 

Dor. I made em when I was in Love. 

Lor. And therefore ought they not to bind? oh 
Impious! | 

Der. What we fivear at ſuch a time may be a certain 
Proof of a prefent Paſſion; but to ſay Truth, in Love _ 
There is no Security to be given for the future. 

Lov. Horrid and ingrateful, be gone, and never ſee me 
More. f 

Dor. J am not one of thoſe troubleſome Coxcotnts, | 
Who becauſe they were once well receiv'd,. take the 
Privilege to plague a Woman with their Love ever after; 
| ſhall obey you, Madam, though I do my ſelf fome _ 
Violence. FHe ofers-to go, and Loveit pulls him back. 

Loy. Come back, you ſha not go. Cou'd you have 
The ill Nature to offer it? b 

Dor. When Love grows diſeas'd, the beſt thing we 
Can do is to put it to a violent Death; I cannot endure 
The Torture of a lingring and conſumptive Paſſion... 

F 4 Lov. 
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Tor. Can you think mine fickly ? 


Der. Oh, 'tis deſperately ill! What worſe Syniptoms | 


Are there than your being always uneaſie when I viſit 
You, your picking Quarrels with me on ſlight 
Occaſions, and in my Abſence kindly liſt ning to the 
Impertinences of every faſhionable Fool that talks to you? 

Lov. What faſhionable Fool can you ly to wy 
Charge? | 
Dor. Why, the very Codk-fool of all thoſe Fools, 
Sir Fopling Flutter. | 

Lov. I never ſaw him in my Life but once. 

Dor. The worſe Woman you, at firſt ſight to put on 
All your Charms, to entertain him with that Softneſs in 


Your Voice, and all that wanton Kindneſs in your Eyes, 


You ſo notoriouſly affect when you deſign a Conqueſt, 
Lov. So damn'd a Lie did never Malice yet invent; 
Who told you this? — 

Der. No matter; that ever I ſhould love a Woman 
That can doat on a Senſeleſs Caper, a Tawdry French 
Riband, anda F ormal Cravat! 

Lev. You make me Mad. 

Dor. A guilty Conſcience may do much; go on, be 
The Game- Miſtreſs o'the Town, and enter all our young 
Fops, as faſt as they come from Travel. 

Lov. Baſe and Scurrilous? | 

Dor. A fine mortifying Reputation 'twill be for a 
Woman of your Pride, Wit and Quality.! 

Lov. This Jealouſic s a meer Pretence, a curſed Trick 
Of your own deviſing; I know you. 

I Dor. Believe i it, and all the Ill of me you can. I 
Would not have a Woman have the leaſt good Thought 
Of me, that can think well of Fop/ing ; farewell; fall to, 
And much good may do you with your Coxcomb. 

Lov. Stay, oh ſtay, and I will tell you all. 

Dor. T have been told too e . Karin 
Loo. Call him again. b 8 ot 
: . Fun 
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Pert. Een let him go, a fair riddance. 

Loy. Run I'fay, call him again. I will have him call'd. 

Pert. The Devil ſhould carry him away firſt, . were it 
My Concern. [Ex. Pert. 

Bell. Was frighted me from the very Thoughts HFS: 559 
Loving Men; for Heav'ns ſake, my Dear, do not 
Diſcover what I told you; I dread his Tongue 3 as much 
As you ought to have done his Friendſhip. - 

Enter Pert. 

Pert. He's gone, Madam. 

Lov. Lightning blaſt him! 

Pert. When 1:told him you deſi red kid to come back, 
He ſmil'd, made a Mouth at me, 11775 into his Sou, 
And faid = : _ AS 30] 

Lov. What did he * * £3 

Pert. Drive away ; and then 2 Verſes) 0 

Lov. Wou'd I had made a Contract to be a Witch, 
When firſt I entertain'd this great Devil, Monſter, 
Barbarian, I conld tear my ſelf in pieces. Revenge, 
Nothing but Revenge can eaſe me : Plague, War, F amine, 
Fire, all that can bring Univerſal Ruin and Miſery on - 
Mankind: with Joy Id periſh to have you in my Power 


But this Moment. 5 Ex. Loveit: 
Pert. Follow, Madam, „leave her not in this outragious 
„ 35, ¶pert gathers up the things. 


Bell. Has given me the Proof which I deſir d of _ Love, 
But "tis a Proof of his il Nature toom: 

I wiſh I had not ſeen him uſe her ſo. ein Er 15 
I figh to think that Dorimant may be 
One Pay! as We and unkind to me. [Exeunt. 
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SCE N E, Lady Whodvill's Lodgings. T 
zul, Harriet and Buſy her Woman.. 8 
240 EA R Madam !. Let me ſet that Curl i in Order. 7 
Har. e L will ſhake em all out 0 
Of Order,  _ 111 5 
Buſy. Will you never hang this Wikineſ? Ne 
Har. Torment me not. | 
Buſy. Look! there's a Knot filling ob. 4 
Har. Let it drop. An 
| 0+ But one Pin, dear Madam. An 
How do I daily luer under thy Officions Ag 
e ENS >: J 
Buß. Ah, the difference that 3 is between you and mỹ ; 
Lady Dapper ! How uneaſie ſhe i; is if the 21 thing be Blo 
Amiſs about her ? 5 1 
Har. She is indeed moſt exact! nothing 1 is ever wanting ] 
To make her Uglineſs remarkable 5 Th 
. Buſy. Jeering People ſay fo. Hu! 
Har, Her Powdering, Painting, and her int Hat 
Never fail in Publick to draw the Tongues and gt of 72 
All the Men upon her. Wh 
Buſy. She is indeed a little too eretending; i V 
Har. That Women ſhould ſet up for Beauty as much Part 

In ſpite of Nature, as ſome Men have done for Wit. 


Bay. I hope, without Offence,.one may endeavour to 
Make ones ſelf agreeable," ; 


6— gy” 


Nothing elſe, I aſſure thee. 


Har. Varniſh'd over with good Breeding, = E 
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Har: Not when *tis impoſlible. Women ther onght 
To be no more fond of drefling than Fools ſhould be of 
Talking: Hoods and Modeſty, Maſks and Silence, things 
That ſhadow and conceal; they ſhould think of nothing 
Elſe. | 

Buſy. Jeſu! Madam, what will your Mother think i is 
Become of you? For Heaven's ſake 80 in again. 19 

Har. I won't. 00 

Buſy. This is the extravagant Il thing that ever you 8 
Did in your Life, to leave her and a. Gentleman who is 
To be your Huſband, 

Har. My Huſband ! Haſt thou ſo little Wit withink 1 
Spoke what I meant, when I ever- joy d ker in te 
Country, with a low Curtfie, and. what you pleaſes 
Madam, I ball ever be obedient ? | 

Buſy. Nay, I know not, you have ſo many Fetches. 

Har. And this was one, to get her up! to Lenden 


Buſy. Well, the Man, in my Mind, is a fins Maat | 

Har. The Man indeed wears his Cloaths faſhionably,, 
And has a pretty negligent Way with him, very Courtlys, 
And much affected; he bows, and talks, and ſmiles 8 | 
Agreeably, as he thinks. 

Buſy. I never {aw any Thing ſo gentile-{ 


Blockhead makes a tolerable ſhow. 
Buſy. I wonder you do not like him. 
Har. I think I might be brought to endure him, 4 
That is all a reaſonable Woman ſhould expect in Aa 
Huſband ; but there i is Duty ithe ern a * 
Haughty: Merab, 
T nd much Averſi on. in my | fubborn Mind, 
Which is bred by being promis and Aen. 5 
Buſy. I wiſh: you do not deſign your own: Ruin! 1 
Partly. gueſs your Inclinations, Madam, — | 
* e i 
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Har. Leave your prodigy; and ing ſome fooliſh Song 
Or other. l 4 


B45. J will, che Song you | love ſo welle ever ſince you 8 
| Saw Mr. a. . | 


H 2 N 7 4 1 . my 1 8 


y heedleſi Sheep began to ſtray; . 
The Wolves ſoon ule the great pars”. Aj 
And all will now be made a Prey. | 
Ab, let not Love your Thoughts 22 
*Tis fatal to a Shepberdeſs ;- 
The dang'rcus Paſſion you muſt ſhun, 
Or N, lle 5 be quite undone. 


Har. Shall J be paid down by a covetous . for a 
Purchaſe? I need no Land; no, I' 228 mp * out all in 


IN It is decreed 
Enter Bang Bellair. 


V. Ball. . nee Reſolution 8 are yu making, 
Madam? 55 
Har. Only to be diſobedient, "EN 
v. Bell. Let me join Hands with you in "OY — 
Har. With all my Heart, I never thought I ſhould have 
Given you mine ſo willingly. Here I Harriet — 
Y. Bell. And I Harry 
Har. Do ſolemnly proteſt— ; 
= Y. Bell. And vow | 887 
$ Har. That I with you —— © Oo 
V. Bell. And I with you—— 5 
Both. Will never marry. — 5 
16 Har. A Match! © 7:80 
1 Y. Bell. And no Match! How th you ale this 
3 Indifference now? © 
80 You __ I ſhould take it ill, T ſee! 


V. Bell. 
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Y. Bell. Tis not unnatural for you Women to be a 
little angry, you miſs a Conqueſt, though you would 
Slight the poor Man were he in your Power. | - 

Har. There are ſome, it may be, have an Eye like 
Bart /omew, big enough for the whole Fair, but I am not 
Of the number, and you may keep your Ginger-bread, 
"Twill be more acceptable to the e whoſe dear . 
Image it wears, Sir. 

V. Bell. I muſt confels, Madam To came by 
After the Fair. 

Har. You own then you are in a Love. = — 


Y. Bell. I do. | 
Har. The Confidence is generous, a in ; xetuvn I 


Could almoſt find in my Heart to lee you e oft 
Inclinations. 

V. Bell. Are you in have, | 

Har. Ves, with this ee to os hos, I 
Can ſcarce indure the dates do in dne and in 
Hangings. 

v. Bell. What a dreadful thing 'rwou'd be to be 
Hurry'd back to-Hampfoire fo 

Har. Ah name it not! | PA 

v. Beil. As for us, I find we ſhall agree well — 
Wou'd we could do fomerhing to deceive the Cv: i 
People | 

Har. Could we delay their Proceeding, "were wn: 

A Reprieve is a good Step towards the getting of a Pardon. 
V. Bell. If we give over the Game we are undone; 3 
What think e - Rs A fl Toy BE 1129 

Har. What do you mean? 2} ee] 1 WA 
Y. Bell. Pretend to be in ba with one. nes ; ill 
Make ſome dilatory Excuſes we may feign paſs the better. 
Har. Let us do & if.it be but for the dear TR” 
of diſſembling. Wirte > 
V. Bell. Can you lay. your war's: 1 
beak I know not what 'tis to love, but a 


Pretty 
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Pretty Remarks by being now and then where Lovers 
Meet. Where did you leave their Gravities ? 

V. Bell. Tt next Room, your Mother was TG 
Our Modern Gallants. 

Enter Old Bellair, and Lady Woodvil. 

Har. Peace! Here they come, I will lean againſt this 
Wall; and look baſhfully-down upon my. Fan, while you, 
Like an amorous Spark, modiſhly entertaim me. 

mod. Never go about to excuſe em; come, come, 
Tt was not ſo when I was a young Woman. 

O. Bell... A-dod, they're ſomething diſreſpectful.— 

Mood. Quality was then conſider d, and not wy 
By every fleering Fellow. 

O. Bell. Youth will have its Jeſt, a-dod it will. 

Mood. Tis good Breeding now to be civil to none but 
Players and Exchange Women, they are treated by 'em 
As much above their Condition, as others are below theirs 

O. Bell. Out a piſe on em, talk ne more, the Rogues 
Ha' got an ill Habit of preferring Beauty, no matter, 
Where they find it. 

Wood: See your Son and my Daughter, BA have 
Improved their Acquaintance fince they were within. 

O. Bell. A.dod methinks op. rags lets WO 
Back-and obſerve. - 

V. Bell. Now for a Look ant Geſtures that aby 
5 Perfuade * em I am ſaying all the paſſionate things 
1 Har. eee eaſe your 
Self on your left Leg, and play with your right Hand. 
| F. Bell. Thus, is it not? 

Har. Now fet your right Leg firm on the Ground, 
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| Adjuſt your Bet, then look about uu. 
F. Bell. A little Exerciſing will make me perſoft. 
Har. Smile, and turn to me again very ſparkiſh! $4 
Y. Bell. Will you take your Turn, e N 0 
Nen — N 17 
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Y. Bell. At one Motion play your Fan, roll _— | 


And then ſettle a kind Look upon me. 

Har. So. 

V. Bell. Now ſpread your Fan, look don upon it,” 
And tell the Sticks with A Finger. 

Har. Very Modiſnmn. | 

F. Bell. Clap your Hand up to your Bofom, hola 
Down your Gown. Shrug a little, draw up your Breaſts, 
And let 'em fall again gently, with a Sigh or two, &c. 

Har. By the good Inſtructions you give, I ſuſpect 
You for one of thoſe malicious Obſervers who watch 
People's Eyes, and from innocent Looks mg een 
Concluſions. 

Y. Bell. I know ſome, indeed, 3 out of meer — 
To Miſchief are as vigilant as Jealouſie it ſelf, and will 
Give you an Account of every Glance that paſſes ataPlay, 
And i'th' Circle. | 

Har. Twill not be amiſs now to ſeem a little pleaſant. 

V. Bell. Clap your Fan then in both your Hands, ſnatch it 
To your Mouth, Smile, and with a lively Motion fling 
Your Body a little forwards. So —— now ſpread i itz 
Fall back on the ſudden, cover your Face with it, and 
Break out into a loud Laughter — take up ! look Grave, 


Har. I think I am pretty apt at theſe Matters! 

O. Bell. A-dod, I like this well. 

Mood. This promiſes ſomething. xi. 

O. Bell. Come ! there is Love i' th Caſe, ed. 
Is, or will be; what ſay you, young Lady? | 

Har. All in good Time, Sir; you expect we ſhould 


Set together, a-dod y'are unreafonable 
O. Bell A-dod, Sir, I like thy Wit well. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. The Coach is at the Door, Madam. 
O. Bell. Go, 208 ce e Exit, IN 
uod. Will not you go with ust O. Zell. 


ed? 
Bull 


And fall a Fanning of your {elf — admirably well ated ! 


Fall to, and Love as Game Cocks Fight, as ſoonagwe are 


DS. 
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O. Bell. Out a pize: A dod I ha? Buſinek and cannot; WW 1 


We ſhall meet at my Siſter Tozn/ey's. A 
V. Bell. He's going to Emilia. | [4þde. 


I ovetheard him 'talk of ae yx [ [Exeun. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Lady Tawnley, Emilia, and Mr. Medley. 


Town. J pity the young Lovers we. laſt talk'd of, 
Though, to ſay Truth, their Conduct has been ſo 
Indiſereet, they deſerve to be unfortunate. 

Med. Vhave had an exact Account, from the great a 
Lady i'th* Box down to the little Orange Wench. The 

Emil. Vare a living Libel, a breathing Lampoon 3 3 
I wonder you are not torn in Pieces. 

Med. What think you of ſetting upan Office of 


To „n. Vou would tare preat Dealing with Country 
Ladies: 4 LE 5.4 
Meg. More than, Nadim, has with their Hub. 
Enter Belinda. | 
FOR Belinds, r has been become of you ! we 
Have not ſeen you hereof late with your Friend Mrs. Loveit. 
Bell. Dear Creature, 1 left but now ſo ſadly a afflificd 
Torn: With her old Diſtemper, Jealouſie! 
Med. Dorimant has plaid her ſome new Prank. 
Bell. Well, * ee is certainly” the worſt Man 
Breathing.  ' 
Emil. 3 thought fo. . 2 5 
Bell. And do you not an ſo nil 3 0 
Emil. No indeed! 9 
W ot] 20 oe 44462) 
_ The Town does him a great deal of he, * 
Be 329 Aigen $0 Neu! L I wi 


eil. 
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[ will never believe what it ſays of a Man I do not know 
Again, for his fake. 

Bell. You make me wonder! 

Town. He's a very well-bred Man. 

Bell. But ſtrangely ill natur d. 

nil. Then he's a very witty Man. 

Bol. But a Man of no Principles. 0 

Med. Vour Man of Principles is a very fine thing 
Indeed ! | 

Bell. Tobe preferred to Men of Parts by Women who 
Haveregard to their Reputation and Quiet. Well, were 
I minded to play the. Fool, he © hould be te aſk Man ra | 
Think of. 

Med. He has been the firſt in many „Lade Favours, 
Though you are ſq ſevere, Madam. | 

Town. What he may be for a Lover I know not, "I 
He's a very pleaſant Acquaintance I am ſure. _ 

Bell. Had you ſeen him uſe Mrs. Loveit as 81 have done, 
You would never endure him more 
Emil. What, he hath quarrell'd with her again! = 
Bell. Upon the lighteſt occaſion, he's * of + 

Sir Popling. I 

Town. She never ſaw him in her Life but yeſterday, | 
And that was here. 

Emi]. On my Conſcience, he's the wk Man i in Town 
That's*her Averſion; horribly out of Humour ſhe Me” 
Was all the while he talk'd to her ! | 

Bell. And ſome Body has wickedly told W 


Emil. Here he comes. [Enter LIM 
Med. Dorimant ! you are lackily come to > JA your 
Self here's a Lady 


Bell. Has a Word or two to ſay to IM. from. 224, i 
Diſconſolate Perſon. | 
Dor. You tender yopr Reputation too. moch I "og 
Madam, to whiſper with me before this good Company. 
Bell. To ſerve Mrs. Lovett, ** make a bold Venture. 
Dor. 
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Dor. Here's Medley, the very — of Scandal, 
Bell. No Matter! | 
Emil. Tis ſomethin you are unwilling to hear, 


Mr. Dor imant. | | 0 
Town. Tell him, Bellinda, whether he will or NO. 
Bell. Mrs. Loveit. | LAlud. i * 


Dor. Softly, theſe are Lacan you do not know em. 
Bell. In a Word, y ave made me hate) you, {To Dor. apart. B 
Which I thought you never could have done. 

Dor. In obeying your Commands ? | | 

Bell. "T'was a cruel Part _ play'd! how could you 1 
Gin A 

Dor. Nothing is oa me dim ade could kill hin i O 


Topleaſe dou ; remember five a Clock to-morrow Morning 


Bell. I tremble when you name it. C 
Dor. Be ſure you come. | FILE 
Bell. I ſha'not. | Ge 
Dor. Swear you will. | 9" TS OY N 
Bell. I dare not. 6 | 
. Dor.. Swear, I fay. 


Bell. By my Life! by all the Happineſs I hope for — Ma 
Dor. You will. | 


Bell. I will. Ya 
Dor. Kind. 4 
Bell. J am glad I've * I vow I think I ſhould Arc 

Ha' faifd you ele! Abl 
Dor. Surpriſingly kind! In what Temper did you Th 
Leave Loveit ? | 1 
Bell. Her raving was prettily o over, and ſhe began to Afte 
Be in a brave way of defying you, and all your Works. Een) 
Where have you been ſince you wentfrom — Upr 
Dor. TI look'd in at the Play. A Abe 
Bell. I have promis d, and Fun 8 7 
Der. Perſuade her to walk in the Mall this Evening. - Ml Ner 
Bell. She hates the Place, and will not come. * 


: : Dy 
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Dor. Do all you can to prevail with her. | 
Bell. For what purpoſe? | 
Dor. Sir Fop/ing will be here anon, TII prepare kim to 

get upon her there before me. 

Bell. Vou perſecute her too 1 but PI do al you 

Ha me 
Dor. Tell her plainly, "is grown fo dull : 2 [Aled 

Buſineſs I can drudge on no longer. 

' Emil. There are Afflictions in Love, Mr. W | 
Dor. You Women make em, who are commonly as 

Unreaſonable i in that as you are at Play; without the 

Advantage be on your ſide, a Man can never quietly mw 

Over when he's weary. 

Med. If you would play without being obliged to 

Complaiſance, Dorimant, you ſhould play in publik! Places. 
Dor. Ordinaries were à very good thing for that, but 

Gentlemen do not of late frequent em; the deep Play is 

Now in private Houſes. [Bellinda oferins to Heal away, 
Town. Bellinda, are you leaving us ſo ſoon? 
Bell. I am to go to the Park with Mrs. Loveit, 


Madam [Ex. Bellinda. 
Tron. This Confidence will go nigh to ſpoil this 


Young Creature. 

Med. Twill do her good, Madam, young Men wha 
Are brought up under practiſing Lawyers prove the 
Abler Council when they come to be called to the Bar 
Themſelves. 

Dor. The Town has been very favourable to you ths 
Afternoon, my Lady Townley; you uſed to have an 
Embarraſs of Chairs and Coaches at your Door, an 
Uproar of Footmen in your Hall, and a Noiſe of Fools | 
Above here. 

Tewn. Indeed my Houſe is the general Rendezvous, and, 


Next to the Play-houſe, is the common Refuge of all * 
Voung idle People. 


Emil. Company is 2 very peer) thing, Madam, but I 
Wonder you do not love it a 2 more choſen, 


\ 


Tarn. 
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»Tis good to have an univerſal Taſte, we ſhould 
Love Wit, but for Variety be able to divert our e 
With the Extravagancies of thoſe who want it. 

Med. Fools will make you laugh. | 
Emil. For once or twice ; but the Repetition of their 


Folly, after a Viſit. or two, grows tedious and unſufferable, 


Town. You area little too delicate, Emilia. 
Enter a Page. 

Page. Sir Fopling Hutter, Madam, Wires | to know if 
Youare to be ſeen. 

Torn. Here's the freſheſt Fool in Town, and one who 
_ Hasnotcloy'd you yet. Page! 

Page. Madam! 

Town. Deſire him to walk up. 

Dor. Do not you fall on him, Medley, and ſnub him, 
Sooth him up in his Extravagancy ! he will ſhew thee 
Better. 

Med. You know T have a natural Indulgence for Fools, 
And need not this Caution, Sir ! 

Enter Sir Fopling Flutter, with his Page after hin. 

Sir Jop. Page, wait without. Madam. [7% La. en 
J kiſs your Hands. I ſee yeſterday was nothing of 
Chance, the Belles Aſſemblees form themſelves here every 
Day. Lady, your Servant ; „[ Emilia. 
Dorimant, let me embrace thee; without lying, I have 
Not met with any of my Acquaintance, who retain ſo 
Much of Paris as thou doſt, the very Air thou hadit 
When the Marquiſs miſtook thee i'th* Tui/leries, and 

Cry'd, Hey Chevalier, and then beg'd thy Pardon. - 


Dor. I wou'd fain wear in faſhion as long as I can, 8 
"Tis a thing to be valu'd in Men as well as Bawbles. 

Sir Fop. Thou art a Man of Wit, and underſtand'ſt the 
Town; pr'ythee let thee and I be intimate, there is no 
Living without making ſome good Man the Conſent 


Of our Pleaſures. 
Dor. Tis true! but there is no > Man ſo improper for 


Such a Buſineſs as Iam. 8 __ 


png — — 


r 


rho 
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Sir Fop. Prythee! why haſt thou ſo modeſt an _ 

Of thy ſelf? 
Dor. Why firſt, I could never keep a Secret in my | 
Life; and then there is no Charm ſo infallibly makes me 
Fall in Love with a Woman, as my knowing a Friend 
Loves her. I deal honeſtly with you. 

Sir Fop. Thy Humour very gallant, or let n me periſh, 

I knew a French Count ſo like thee, 

Town, Wit I perceive has more power over you 
Than Beauty, Sir Fop/ing, elſe you would not have 
Let this Lady ſtand ſo long neglected. 

Sir. Fop. A thouſand Pardons, Madam, {To Emilia. 
Some Civilities due of courſe upon the meeting a _ 
Abſent Friend. The Eclat of ſo much Beauty, I 
Confeſs, ought to have charm'd me ſooner. 

Emil. The Brillian of ſo much good Language, Sir, 
Has much more power than the little Beauty I can boaſt. 

Sir Fop. I never ſaw any thing prettier than this high 
Work on your Point D' E/þaigne. 

Emil. Tis not ſo rich as Point de Venice. — | 

Sir. Fop. Not altogether, but looks cooler, and is more 
Proper for the Seaſon. Dorimant, is not that Medley ? 

Dor. The ſame, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Forgive me, Sir, in this Embarraſs of ce 
T could not come to have you in my Arms ſooner. You 


Underſtand an Equipage the beſt of any Man in Town, 


I hear. 

Med. By my own you would not gueſs it. 

Sir Fp. There are Criticks who do not write, Sir. 

| Med. Our peeviſh Poets will ſcarce allow it. 

Sir Fp. Damn'em, they'll allow no Man Wit, who 
Does not play the fool like themſelves, and ſhow it ! 
Have you taken notice of the Galleſh I brought over ? 
1 O yes; it has quite another Air than the Engli/> 

kes 

Sir Fp. "Tis as eaſily known from an E eli Tumbrii, 


"© As 


. Indeed. 
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As an Inns of Court Man is from one of us. 
Dor. Truly there is a Bell-atr i in 8 as well 
As Men. 
Med. But there are few ſo delete to e it. 
Sir Fap. The nn Is ney very groſſier, here 


Town. He's very fine. 
Emil. Extream proper. | 
Sir Fop. A flight Suit I made to appear in at my firt 
Arrival, not worthy your Conſideration, Ladies. 
Dor. The Pantaloon is very well mounted. 
Sir Fop. The Taſſels are new and pretty. 
Med. I never ſaw a Coat better cut. 
Sir Fop. It makes me ſhow long · waſted, and I chink 
Sknder. | ; 
Dor. That's the Shape our Ladies doat on. 
Med. Your Breech though is a handful too high in my | 
Eye, Sir Fopling. 8 
Sir Fop. Peace, Medley, J have wiſh'd it lower a - \ 
Thouſand Times, but a Pox on't*twill not be. 
Town. His Gloves are well fring'd, large and Sobel 
Sir Fop. I was always eminent for being bien gante. 
Emil. He wears nothing but what are Originals of the 
Moſt Famous Hands in Paris. © 
Sir Fop. You are in the right, e 
Town. The Suit? 
Sir Fop. Barroy. 
Emil. The Garniture ? 
Sir Fop. Le Gras. 
Med. The Shoes ? 


CD > = pu 


Sir Fop. Piccar. Stu 

Dor. The Perriwig ? | Th 

Sir Fop. Chedreux. * Me 

Town. and Emil. The Gloves ? 77 55 ö 

Sir Fop. Orangerii: you know the Smell, 8 Ma 
Dorimant, 1 could find in my Heart for an 1 N 
» 


WW 
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To have a Gallantry with ſome of our Engliſb Ladies. 


Dor. Tis a thing no leſs neceſſary to confirm the 
Reputation of your Wit, thana Duel will be to RP 
The Town of your Courage. 

Sir Fop. Here was a Woman fam 


Dor. Mrs. Lovezt. 
Sir Fop. You have nam'd her. 


Dor. Vou cannot pitch on a better for your purpoſe. 
Sir Fp. Pr'ythee ! what is ſhe? | | 
Dor. A Perſon of Quality, and one who has a Reſt of 
Reputation enough to make the Conqueſt conſiderable ; 
Beſides I hear ſhe likes you too! 
Sir Fop. Methoughts ſhe ſeem'd though very reſervd 
And uneaſy, all the time I entertain'd her. 
Dor. Grimace and Affectation: You will ſee 
Her i'th' Mall to-night. 
Sir Top. Pr'ythee, let thee and I take the Air together. 
Dor. I am engaged to Medley, but I'll meet you at 
St. James's, and give you ſome Information, upon the 


Which you may regulate your Proceedings. 


Sir Fop. All the World will be in the Park 3 
Ladies, twere pity to keep ſo much Beauty longer within 
Doors, and rob the Ring of all thoſe Charms that ſhould 
Adorn it. Hey Page! [Enter Page and goes out again, 
See that all my People be ready. Dorimant, a Revoir. 

Med. A fine mettl'd Coxcombe  [£Ex. Sir Fop- 

Dor. Briſk and inſipid. | 

Med. Pert and dull. 

Enil. However you deſpiſe him, Gentlemen, 71 ty 
My Life he paſſes for a Wit with many. 

Dor. That may very well be, Nature has her Cheats, 
Stums a Brain, and puts Sophiſticate Dulneſs often on 
The taſteleſs Multitade for true Wit and good Humour, 


* Mealey come. 


Med. I muſt go a little way, 5 will meet you i'the 
9 9181 0 
89 Dor. 


- 
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Dor. II walk through the Garden thither ; we ſhall 


Meet anon and bow. | To the Women. 
Town. Not to-night ; we are engaged about a Bufineſ, 


* Knowledge of which may make you laugh hereafter. 


Med. Your Servant, Ladies. 
Dar. A Revoir, as Sir Fop/ing ſays. 


[Exeunt Medley and Dorimant. 


Town. The old Man will be here immediately. 
Emil. Let's expect him th* Garden. 
Doron. Go, you are a Rogue. 


_ Emil. I can't abide you. | (Exeunt, 


Fad 
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SCENE III. The Mall. 
Enter Harriet and Young Bellair, foe pulling him. 
Har. Come along. ; 
Y. Bell. And 6M your Mother? 


Har. Buſy will be ſent with a Hue and Gy after us; 
But that's no matter. 


V. Bell, "Twill look ſtrangely i in me. | 

Near. Shell believe it a F reak of mine, and never 

Blame your Manners. | 

v. Bell. What Reverend Acquaintance is that ſhe has met! 

Har. A Fellow-beauty of the laſt King's time, though 

By the Ruins you would hardly guels it. [Exeunt, 
[Enter Dorimant, and croſſes the Stage, 

Enter Young Bellair and Harriet. 
v. Bell. By this time your Mother is in a fine Taking 
Har. If your Friend, Mr. Dor imant, were but here now, 


> That ſhe RATE find me talking with him- 


V. Bell. She does not know him, * _ him, ; 
Hear, of all Mankind. | 
Har. She concludes, if he does but ſpeak to a Woman, 
She's undone, is on her Knees every Day to pray Heaven 


Defend me from him. 
| | V. Bell. 


E 


el, 


Does. 
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V. Bell. You do not 1 hor him as much as ſhe | 


Har. I never {yay thing in hic that was frightful, 
V. Vell. On the contrary, have you not obſerved 

Something extream delightful in his Wit and Perſon ? 
Har. He's agreeable and pleaſant J muſt own, but he 


| Does ſo much effect being ſo, he diſpleaſes me. 


Y. Bell. Lord, Madam, all he does and ſays i is fo ealy, 
And ſo natural. 

Har. Some Mens Verſes ſeem ſo to the unſkilful, but 
Labour i'the one, and AﬀeRation in the other, to the 
Judicious plainly appear. | 

V. Bell.I never heard him accus'd of AﬀeAation before, 

Enter Dorimant, and flares upon her. 

Har. It paſſes on the eaſy Town, who are favourably 

Pleas'd | in him to call it Humour. 


= [Exeunt YoungBellair and Harriet. 
Dor. "Tis ſhe!” it muſt be ſhe! that lovely Hair, that 


Eaſy Shape, thoſe wanton Eyes, and all thoſe melting 
Charms about her Mouth, which Medley ſpoke of; III 
Follow the Lottery, and put in for a Prize with my 
Friend Bellair. - [Exit Dor. repeating. 
In Love the Victors from the vwangquifh'd Hy; 
They fly that Wound, and they purſue that die. 
Ange Teas Belair and Harriet, -and after them Dotimant, 
anding at adifiance. * 

V. Bell. Moſt People prefer Hy de- Park to this Place. 

Har. It has the better Reputation, I confeſs ; but I 
Abominate the dull Diverſions there, the formal Bows, 
The affected Smiles, the filly By-words, and amorous 
Tweers in paſſing; here one meets with a little 
Converſation now and then. b 

V. Bell. Theſe Converſations have been fatal to ane | 


Ofyou ks Madam. 


e onos) 12.90 
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Har. It may be ſo; becauſe ſome who want Temper, 
Have been undone by Gaming, muſt others who have it, 
Wholly deny themſelves the pleaſure of Play ? 

Dor. Truſt me, it were unreaſonable, Madam. 
| [Coming up gently, and bowing to her. 

1 | Mor; Lord ! who's this. * Haris aud huks grave. 
B Y. Bell. Dorimant ! 

Dor. Is this the Woman your Father would have 
You marry ? 

V. Bell. It is. - 


Dor. Her Name? 
Y. Bell. Harriet. 


- Dor. I am not miſtaken, ſhe's handſome. 
=—_ - V. Bell. Talk to her, her Wit is better than her Fave; 
1 Me were wiſhing for you juſt now. | 
* Dor. Overcaſt with Seriouſneſs o' the ſuden! [To Harriet. 
A thouſand Smiles were ſhining in that Face but now; 

J never ſaw ſo quick a Change of Weather. 

Har. I feel as greata Change within. 5 a. 
But he ſhall never know it. 
Dor. You were talking of Play, Madam, pray what 
ö { May be your Stint? 
ö Har. Alittle harmleſs Diſcourſe in publick Wal':s, of 

| 


ty > + m- 


At moſt an Appointment in a Box bare-fac'd at the 
Play-houſe ! you are for Maſques aud private Meetings, 
Where Women engage for all they are worth, I hear. 

Dor. I have been us'd to deep Play, but I can make 
One at ſmall Game, when I like my Gameſter well. 
Har. And be ſo unconcern'd you'll ha' no pleaſure in it. 
Dor. Where there is a conſiderable Sum to be won, the 
Hope of drawing People in, makes every Trifle conſiderable. . 
Har. The Sordidneſs of Mens Natures, I know, makes f 
'Em willing to flatter and comply with the Rich, though 
They are ſure never to be the better for em. | 
Dor. Tis in their Power to do us good, and we deſpair; 
Not but at ſome time or other they may be willing. 
1. 


— 
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Har. To Men who have far d on this Town, like you, 
Twou'd be a great Mortification to live . : could 
You keep a Lent fora Miſtreſs? 

Dor. In Expectation of a happy Eaſter; and though 
Time be precious, think —_ * well 22888775 
Gain your Favour. 

Har. Mr. Bellair ! let us walk, tis time th leave him, 
Men grow dull when they begin to be particular. 

Dor. V'are miſtaken, Flattery will not enſue, though I 
Know y'are greedy of the Praiſes of the whole Mall. 

Har. You do me wrong: 

Dor. Ido not; as I follow'd you, I obſery'd Row you 
Were pleaſed when the Fops cry'd She's handſome, very 
Handſome, By G—— d ſhe is, and whiſper'd aloud your 
Name, the thoufand ſeveral Forms you put your Face 
Into; then, to make your ſelf more agreeable how 


Wantonly you play'd with your Head, flung back your 


Locks, and look'd ſmilingly over your Shoulder at 'em. 

Har. I do not go begging the Mens, as you do the 
Ladies good Liking, with a ſly Softneſs in your Looks, 
And a gentle Slowneſs in your MOWERS you. paſs by em. 
As thus, Sir 5 — 1 [4s hin 
Is not this like you ! | : | 

Enter Lady Woodvit and Bufie. + 
Y. Bell. Your Mother, Madam. | 
[Pulls Harriet. She compoſes her 2 

Wod. Ah! my dear Child, Harriet! 

Buſy. Now is ſhe ſo * with finding her again ſhe 
Cannot chide her. 

Word. Come away l. 

Dor. Tis now but high Mall, Madam; the moſt 
Entertaining Time of all the Evening. | 

Har. I would fain ſee that Dorimant, Mother, you ſo 
Cry out of for a Monſter, he's in the Mall I hear. : 

Hood. Come away then! the Plague is _ and you 


Should dread the InfeQipn. 
Cs; VF. Be 
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V. Bell. You may be miſinform'd of the Gentleman, 
Mood. Ohno! I hope you do not know him? He is 
The Prince of all the Devils in the Town, delights i in 
Nothing but in Rapes and Riots. 
Dor. If you did but hear him ſpeak, Madam ! 
Mood. Oh! he has a Tongue, they {ay, would tempt 
The Angels to a ſecond Fall. 
E nter Sir Fopling with his Equipage, fix Footmen and 
a Page. 
Sir Feb. Hey, Champaine, Norman, La Roſe, La Fleur, 
La Tour, La Verdue, Dorimant ! 
Mood. Here, here he is among this Rout, he names 
Him; come away, Harriet, come away. 
[Ex. Lady Woodvil, Harriet, Buſy, and Young Belkir 
Dor. Th's Fool's coming has ſpoil'd all: ſhe's gone, 
But ſhe has left a pleaſing Image of herſelf behind, that 
Wanders in my Soul It muſt not ſettle there. 
Sir Fop. What Reſverie is this ! ſpeak Man. 
Dor. Snatih'dfrom my ſelf bow far behind. 
| Already 1 behold the Shore! : ) 
Enter Medley. 
Med. Dorimant, a Diſcov ery ! I met with Bellair. 
Dor. You can tell me no News, Sir I know all. 
Med. How do you like the Daughter ? | 
Dor. You never came ſo near Truth in your Life, as 
You did in her Deſcription, | 
Med. What think you of the Mother? 
Dor. Whatever J think of her, the thinks very well 
Of me, I find. 1 
Med. Did ſhe know you? ? 
Dor. She did not, whether ſhe does now or no I know not, 
Here was a pleaſant Scene towards, when in came: 
Sir Fopling, muſtering up his Equipage, and at the latter 
End nam'd me, and frighted her away. 
Med. Loveit and Bellinda are not far off, I *. em 


Alight at St. Tamesis. 
Dor. 
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Der. Sir Fypling, hark you, a word or two, r 
Look you do not want Aſſurance. . 

Sir Fep. I never do on theſe Occaſions. | 

Dor. Walk on, we muſt not be ſeen together, make 
Your Advantage of what I have told you, the next 


Turn you will meet the Lady. 
Sir Fp. Hey Follow me all. 


| [Exeunt Sir Fopling and bis E, 3 
Dor. Medley, you ſhall ſee yoo ſport anon between 


, Loveit and this Fop/ing. 


Med. I thought there was PAT A toward by that 
Whiſper. . } 

Der. You know a worthy Principle of Te 

Med. Not to beſo much as Civil to a Man, Who 
Speaks to her in the CITE of him ſhe Profeſſes to 
Love. 

Dar. I have encourag 'd Feyling to talk to her to- night, 
Med. Now you are here ſhe will go nigh to beat him. 

Dor. In the Humour ſhe's in, her Love will make her 
Do ſome very extravagant thing doubtleſs. | 

Med. What was Bellinda's Bulineſs with you at my 
Lady Tozwnley's ? 

Dor. To get me to meet Lopeit here in order to an 
Ecclairciſement; Imade ſome Difficulty of it, and have 


Prepar d this Rencounter to make good my Jealouſy. 


Med. Here they comm. 
Enter Loveit, Bell * id Pert. 
Dor. Till meet her, and provoke her with a deal of 


Dumb Civility in paſſing by, then turn ſhort and be 


Behind her, when Sir Fopling ſets upon her — 

dee how unregarded now 

That Piece of Beauty paſſes [Exennt Dor. and Meds 
Bell. How wonderful reſpectiy ely he bow'd ! | 
Pert. He's always W When he has done a 


Miſchief. hs 
To --5- Bell. 


De 
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Bell. Aﬀethicughts indeed at the ſame time he had a 


Strange deſpiſing Countenance. | 
Pert. The unlucky Look he thinks becomes him. 


Bell. I was afraid you would have ſpoke t to him, my 


Loc. I would have dy'd firſt ; he ſhall nomore find 
Methe loving Fool he has done. Ps 
Bell. You love him * ! 
Lov. No. 


Pert. I wiſh you did not. 
Lov. I do not, and Iwill have you think ſo : What 


Made you hale me to this odious Place, Be/linda ? 
Bell. J hate to be hulch'd w in a Coach; Walking is 


Much better. , 
Lov. Would we could meet Sir Fopling now. 
Bell. Lord ! would you not avoid him? _ 
Tor. I would make him all the Advances that may be, 
Bell That would confirm Dorimant' s Suſpicion, m y 


Dear. 
Lov. He is not jealous, but I will make him ſo, and 


Be reveng'd a way he little thinks. 

Bell. Mat.] If ſhe fhould make him jealous that may 
Make him Win of her again: I muſt diſſuade her from 
It. Lord! wy Dear, this will certainly make him hate 


You» * 
Lov. "Twill make him unealy; 28 he does not 


Care for me ; I know the Effects of Jealouſy en of 
His proud Temper. 
Bell. Tis a fantaſtick Remedy, its Operations are 
Dangerons and uncertain. 


Lov. Tis the ſtrangeſt Cordial we can Sive to dying | 
Love, it often brings it back when there's no Sign of 
Life remaining: But 1 deſign not ſo mach the reviving his 


R * | 
1 my Revenge. Fs 1 
5 | | Enter 


J 


„ Forfine- -FLUTTER. 61 


Enter Sir Fopling and his Equipage. 

Sir Fp Hey! bid the Coachman ſend home four of 
His Horſes, and bring the Coaeh to Whitehall, I'll walk 
Over the Part —— Madam, the Honour of kiſſing your 
Fair Hands is a Happineſs I miſs d this Afternoon at my 
Lady Townley's. | 

Lov. You were very obli iging, Sir Fopling, the laſt Time 
I ſaw you there. 

Sir Fop. The Preference was due to your Wit and 
Beauty, Madam, your Servant, there never was ſo 
Sweet an Evening. 

Bell. T has drawn all the Rabble of the Town hither. 

Sir Fop. *Tis Pity there's not an Order made, that none 


But the Beau Monde ſhould walk here. 


Lo. "T would add much to the Beauty of the pl” | 
See what a ſort of naſty Fellows are coming. | 


Enter four ill-faſhiond Fellows nging. 
7 s not for Kiſſes alone, &c. © . 


Low. Fo! Their Perriwigs are ſcented with Tobacco 


So ſtrong —— 


Sir Fop. It overcomes our Putvilio Methinks 1 
smell the Coffee-houſe they came from. 

1 Man. Dorimant's convenient, Madam Lovere. 

2 Man. I like the Oylie Buttock with her. 

3 Man. What ſpruce Prig is that? 

1 Man. A Caravan, lately come from Paris. $5 

2 Man. Peace, they ſmoak. 

There's PETE ehe to be done, &c. 
F411 of them 93 
[Exeunt Singing. | 
Enter Dorimant and Medley. 

Dor, They're engag d. 

Med. She entertains him as if ſhe Hk'd him. 

Dor. Let us go forward ſeem earneſt in Diſcourſe, 
And ſhew our ſelves. Then you ſhall ſee how ſhe'll 
Uie 1 FE 


Belk, 
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Bell. Yonder's Dorimant, my Dear. 
. Lov. I ſee him, he comes inſulting; but I will 


Diſappoint him in his Expectation. ad. 


To Sir Fop.] I like this pretty nice Humour of yours, 
Sir Hpling: With what a loathing Eye he look d upon 


Thoſe Fellows! 


Sir Fop. I ſate near one of em at a Play to — and 


Was almoſt poiſon” d with a Pair of Cordivant Gloves 


He wears. 
Lev. Oh filthy Condivant! how hate the Smell! 
[Laughs in a loud affefted Way. 


Sir Fp. Did you obſerve, Madam, how their Cravats 


Hung looſe an Inch from their Neck, and what a 
Frightful Air it gave em! 
Lov. Oh I took particular. Notice of one that is always 
Spruc'd up with a deal of dirty Sky colour'd Ribband. 
Bell. That's one of the walking F en who haunt the 


Mall o' Nights. 
Lov. Oh! I remember him, Iihas a bellow Tooth 


| Enough to ſpoil the Sweetneſs of an Evening. 


Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the Streets witha 


Dainty pair of Boxes, neatly buckl'd on. 


Lov.. And a little Foot-boy at his Heels Pocket high, 
With a flat Cap — adirty Face. | 

Sir Fp. And a ſnotty Noſe —— 

Lov. Oh -—— gdious ! there's many of my own Sex 
With that Holborn Equipage trip to Gray's Inn V. alks ; ; 
And now and then travel hither on a Sunday. 

Med. She takes no Notice of you. 

_ Dor. Damn her! I am jealous of a Counter-plot! 

Lor. Your Liveries are the fineſt, Sir Fopling —— 
Oh that Page ! that Page is the prettihy i dreſt —— 


They are all Frenchmen. 


Sir Fop. There's one damn'd Engliſh Blockhead 
Among em, you may know him by his Mien. 


Lov. Oh! that's he, that's he; what do you call him ? 
5 8 Fir 


5. 
8 
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Sir Fp. Hey I know not what to call him. 
Low. What's your Name? 
Foot. m. Fobn Trott, Madam ! 

Sir Fop. O unſufferable ! Trott, Trott, Trott ; there's 
Nothing ſo barbarous as the Names of our Engliſh _ 
Servants. What Countryman are you, Sirrah! 

Foot-m. Hampſbire, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Then Hampſhire be your Name. Hey Hampſhire. 

Ley. O that Sound, that Sound becomes the Mouth of 


A Man of Quality! 


Med. Dorimant, you look a little baſhful on the Matter! 

Dor. She diſſembles better than 1 TP} ſhe could 
Have done. 

Med. You have tempted her with too PEE a Bait. 
She bites at the Coxcomb. 

Dor. She cannot fall from loving me to that? 

Med. You begin to be jealous in earneſt. 

Dor. Of one I do not love 

Med. You did love her. 

Dor. The Fit has long been over 

Med. But I have known Men fall into dangerous 
Relapſes when they have found a Woman * oy 
Ancther. 

Dor. He gueſſes the Secret of my Heart! Tam concern'd, 
But dare not ſhow it, leſt Bellinda ſhould miſtruſt all I 
Have done to gain her. | \, [To himſelf, 
Bell. afiae. J havewatch'd his Look, and find no 
Alteration there. Did he love her, ſome ſigns of Jealouſie 
Would have appear'd. 

Dor. T hope this happy Evening, Makin: has reconcild 
You to the ſcandalous Mall, we thall have you now 5 
Hankering here again. 

Lov, Sir Fopline, will you walk? 

Sir Fop. I am all Obedience, 1 

Lov. Come along then and let's agree to be 
e, on all the illfaſhion d Things we meet. 


Sir 


— 
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Sir Fop. We'll make a Critick on the whole Mall, Madame 
Lov. Bellinda, you ſhall engage 
Bell. To the Reſerve of our Friends, my Dear. 
Lov. No, no Exceptions- 
Sir Fop. We ll facrifice all to our Diverſion. — 
Lev. All — all — 0 
Sir Fop, All. 


Bell. All? Then let it be. | 
[ [ Ex. Sir Fop. Lov. Bell. and Pert king 


Med. Wou' d you had brought ſome more of your , 
Friends, Dorimant, y havc been Witneſſes of Sir * $ | 
Diſgrace and your Triumph 

Dor. Twere unreaſonable to deſire you not to 0 
a 1 me: but pray do not expoſe me to the Town this 
Day or two; 0 

Med. By that Time you hope to have regain · d your 

Credit. 
Dor. I know ſhe hates Fopling, and only makes uſe of 
Him in hope to work me on again ; had it not been for 
Some powerful Conſiderations, which will be remov'd ts 
Morrow Morning, I had made her pluck off this Maſk, - 
"ow ſhew the Paſſion that lyes panting under. 

Enter a Foot- man. 
Med Here comes a Man from Bellair, with b News F 


Vour laft Adventure. 
Dor. Iam glad he ſent him. I long to know che 5 


Conſequence of our parting. 

Foot m. Sir, my Maſter deſires you to come to my 
Lady Torunley's preſently, and bring Mr, Medley with you- 
My Lady oadvil and her Daughter are there. 
Med. Then all's well, Dorimant 
Foot-m, They have ſent for the Fiddles, 2g mean to 
Dance! He bid me tell you, Sir, the old Lady does not 
Know you, and would have you own your ſelf to be 
180 Coartoge. They are all prepar” 'd to receive you by 

| hit More 


* 


— 
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That Name. 
Dor. That foppiſh Admirer of Quality, who flatters 
The very Meat at honourable Tables, and never offers 
Love to a Woman below a Lady-Grandmother.. 
Med. You know the Character you are to act, I ſee. 
Dor. This is Harriet's Contrivance wild, witty, 
Loveſome, beautiful and young — come along, Medley. 
Med. This new Woman would well ſupply the Loſs of 
. Loveit. © 
; Dor. That Buſineſs muſt not end o: bees 
IJ Sun is ſet, I will revenge and clear i. 
And you, and Loveit ts ber Coſt, all find 4 
J. fathom all the Depths of Momuntind. [TExeun: 


ACTIV. SCENE I 


The Scene opens with the Fiddles playing a Comtry 
WO 


Enter Dick Lit Woodvil Young Bellair, and Mer. 
Harriet, Old Belli. and Emilia, Mr. Medley and Lady 
Townley; as having Jul. ended the Dance. 


0: Bell. YO, fo, fo, a ſmart Bout, a very Pe Bout " 
1 A-dod ! | 
| | Town. How do you like Emilia's Dancing, Brother? | 
O. Bell. Not at all, not at all. 
Town. Vou ſpeak not what you think, I am ſure. 
O. Bell. No matter for that, go bid her Dance no 
More, it don't become her, it don't become her, tell "i 


; 1fay 


9 * 2 
a — HY” 
_ — * * 

Hy 


Are prepar'd to receive their lazy Addreſſes by 
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I fay To: a-dod I love her. SE/72 
hats All "ES dern now. Wen Madam, 5 
[7 L. Wood, 
And in \ publick Places Women of Quality have the leaſt 
Reſpect ſnow'd em. 
Mood. J proteſt you Ny the Truth, Mr. Conrtege, 
Dor. Forms and Ceremonies, the only Things that | 


* Uphold Quality and Greatneſs, are now Ty laid 


Aſide and neglected. 
Mood. Well! this is not the Womens Age, let em ] 

Think what they will, Lewdneſs is the Buſineſs now, 

Love was the Buſineſs in my Time. 1 


Dor. The Women indeed are little beholden to the 
Ys Men of this Age, they're generally only dull ) 
Admirers of themſelves, and make their Court to nothing 1 
But their Perriwigs and their Cravats, and would be more Y 
Concern'd for the diſordering em, tho” on a good 
Occafion, than a young Maid would be for the tumbling 


Of her Head or Handkerchief. 


Hood. I proteſt you hit em. V 
Dor. They are very aſſiduous to ſhow thernſelves at 


Court well dreſs'd to the Women of Quality, but their . II 
Buſineſs is with the ſtale Miſtreſſes of the Town, who 


Induſtrious old Lovers, who have caſt em off, and 
Made em eaſie. 42 
Har. He fits my Mother's ous. f. _ 4 Title 
More, and ſhe'll dance a kiſſing Dance with, him anon, 
Med. Dutifully obſerv'd;, Madam. 5 
Dor. They pretend to be great Criticks in Beauty; Co 
By their Talk you would think they lik d no Face, and 5 
Vet can doat on an ill one, if it belong to a Laundreſs or ' 
A Taylor's Daughter; they cry a Woman's paſt her Prime ] 
At Twenty, decay'd at Four and Twenty, old and 1 


Unfufferable. 8 LES 


Wal 


Toll. 


Mr. Courtage. 
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771d. Unſufferable at Thirty! That they are in the 

Wrong, Mr. Courtage, at Five and Thirty there are living 

proofs enough to convince em. | 

Dor. Ay, Madam ! there's Mrs. Serlooks, Mrs. Droplip, 
And my Lady Loud! ſhew me among all our opening 


Buds, a Face that promiſes ſo much Beauty as the Remains 
Of theirs. 


Mood. The deprav'd Appetite of this vicious Age 
Taſtes nothing but green Fruit, and loaths it when tis 
Kindly ripen'd. | 

Dor. Elſe ſo many Jefarving Women, Madam, ould 
Not be ſo,untimely negletted. _ 

Mood. I proteſt, Mr. Courtage, a Dozen ſuch good 
Men as you, would be enough to attone for that wicked 
Dorimant, and all the under-Debauchees of the Town. 
What's the Matter there? 

Har. Emil. J. Bell. Med. Lady Town. break 
| out into a Laughter. 

Med. A pleaſant Miſtake, Madam, that a Lady has 
Made, occaſions a little Laughter. 

O. Bell. Come, come, you keep em idle, they are 
Impatient till the Fiddles play again. 

Dor. Vou are not weary, Madam? | 

Mood. One Dance more; 1 cannot refuſe you, | 
Eg dance. 
Emil. You are very * Sir. 

After the Dance Old Bellair, | aging and 42 
| dancing up to Emilia, 

0. Bell. A-dod, Sirrah, when I was a young Fellow I 
Could ha Caper'd up to my Woman's Gorget. 

Dor. You are willing to reſt your ſelf, Madam 

Ton. We'll walk into my Chamber and fit down. 

Med. Leave us Mr. Courtage, he's a e and the 
Young Ladies are not weary yet. 


Mood. We'll ſend him out again. 


68 The Man of Mop; or, 
Har. If you do net quickly, I know where to ſend 
For Mr. Dorimant. 
Word. This Girl's Head, Mr. Courtage, i is ever running 
On that wild Fellow. 
Dor. "Tis well you have got her a * Huſband, 
Madam, that will ſettle it. 
(Ex. Lady Townly, Woodvil and Dorimant. 
O. Bell. to Emil. A-dod, Sweet-heart, be advis'd, and 
Do not throw thy ſelf away 'on a young idle Fellow. | 
Emil. J have no ſuch Intention, Sir. 
O. Bell. Have a little Patience, thou ſhalt have the | 
Man I ſpake of. A dod he loves thee, and will make a 
Good Huſband, but no Words. — 


Emil. Bat Sir ( 
O. Bell. No Anſwer —— out a . ms * 
Think on't. | A 


Enter Dorimant. 

Dor. Your Company is defired within, Sir. 

O. Bell. I go, I go, good Mr. Courtage fare you 
Well, go, I'll ſee you no more. [To Emil. 

Emil. What have I done, Sir? 

O. Bell. You are ugly, you are ugly, is ſhe nol, 
Mr. Courtage? | 

Emil. Better Words, or I ſha'nt abide you. | 

O. Bell. Out a pize a- dod, what does ſhe ſay ? Hit 
Her a pat for me there. [Exit Old Bellair. 
Med. You have Charms for the whole Family. 

Dor. You'll ſpoil all with ſome unſeaſonable Jeſt, Medlty: 

Med. You ſee I confine my Tongue, and am content 

To be a bare Spectator, much contrary to my Nature. 

Emil. Methinks, Mr. Doria ant, my Lady Woodvil isa 
Little fond of you. 

Dor. Wou'd her Daughter were. 

Med. It may be you may find her ſo, try her, you 

Have an Opportunity. 

Dor. And I will not loſe it: Bahai, here's a Lady has 

ing to ſay to you. V. Bell. 


11/6 
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V. Bell. I wait upon her. Mr. Medley, we have both 
Buſineſs with you. 

Dor. Get you all together then. [To Harriet] That 
Demure Curt'ſy is not amiſs in jeſt, but do not think in 
Earneſt it becomes you. 

Har. Affectation is catching I find; from your grave 
Bow I got it. 

Dor. Where had you all that Scorn and Coldneſs we. 
Your Look? : 
Har. From Nature, Sir, pardon my want of 1 ; 1 
Have not learnt thoſe Softneſſes and Languiſhings which 
Now in Faces are ſo much in Faſhion. | 

Dor. You need em not, you have a Sweetneſs of your 
Own, if you would but calm your Frowns, and let it ſettle. 

Har. My Eyes are wild and wand'ring like my Paſtions, 
And cannot yet be ty'd to Rules of Charming. 

Dor. Women indeed have commonly a Method of 
Managing thoſe Meſſengers of Love; now they will 
Look as if they would kill, and anon they will look as if 
They were dying. They point and rebate their Glances, 
The better to invite us. 

Har. I like this Variety well enough ; but hate the ſet 
Face that always looks as it would ſay, Come /ove me. 

A Woman who at Plays makes the Denx- "Jeux to a 


Whole Audience, and at home cannot forbear em to her 


Monkey. 

Dor. Put on a gentle Smile, and let me ſee how well 
It will become you. 

Har. I am ſorry my Face does not lest you as it is, 


But I ſhall not be complaiſant and change it. 


Dor. Though you are obſtinate, I know 'tis capable of 
Improvement, and ſhall do you Juſtice, Madam, if I 
Chance to be at Court, when the Criticks of the Circle 
Paſs their Judgment; for thither you muſt come. 

Har. And expect to be taken in pieces, have all my 
Features examin'd, every Motion cenfur'd, and on the 


Whole be — to be * pretty, or a Beauty of the 
| Lon 
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Loweſt rate. What think you! ? 
Dor, The Women, nay the very Lovers who belong Pa 


To the Drawing - room will maliciouſly allow you more D 
Than that; they always grant what is apparent, that they Wi 
May the better be believ d when they name conceal'd | Vc 
Faults they cannot eaſily be diſprov'd in. | M 


Har. Beauty runs as great a riſque expos'd at Court, 
As Wit does on the Stage, where the ugly and the 
Fooliſn all are free to Cenſure. | | 
| Dor. afi gde. I love her, and dare not let her know it; I Pe 
Fear ſh'as an Aſcendant o'er me, and may revenge the 
Wrongs I have done her Sex. Think of making a Party, Wi 


Madam, Love will engage. [70 her. Ar 
Har. You make me ſtart ! I did not think to have . 
Heard of Love from you. 
Dor. I never knew what 'twas to have a ſettled Ague 
Vet, but now and then have had irregular Fits. 1 
Har. Take heed, Sickneſs after long Health is Up 
Commonly more violent and dangerous. Equ 


Dor. I have took the Infection from her, and feel the A 
Diſeaſe now ſpreading in me | I Ad. 
Is the Name of Love fo frightful, that you dare not 
Stand it? [To ber. 

Har. Twill do little Execution out of your Mouth a on 
Me, I am ſure. 

Dor. It has been fatal 

Har. To ſome eaſie Women, but we are not all born 
To one Deſtiny; I was inform d you uſe to laugh at 
Love, and not make it. 

Dor. The Time has been, but now I muſt ſpeak —— 

Har. If it be on that idle Subject, I will put on my 
Serious Look, turn my Head careleſly from you, drop 

My Lip, let my Eye-lids fall, and hang half. o'er my 
Eyes — Thus, while you buzz a Speech of an Hour 
Long in my Ear, and I anſwer never a Word; why do 

You not begin? 


Der, 


— 
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Dor. That the Company may take Notice how 
paſſionately I make Advances of WY and A | 
Diſdainfully you receive em. | 
TY Har. When your Love's grown ſtrong enough to make 
You bear being laugh'd at, I'll give you Leave to trouble 


Me with it. Till when, pray forbear, Sir. 
Enter Sir F opling, and others, in Moſes. 


Dor. What's here, Maſquerades? 
| Har. I thought that Foppery had been left of, and 
People might have been in private with a Fiddle. 

Dor. Tis endeavour'd to be kept on Foot ſtill by ſome 
Who find themſelves the more acceptable the leſs they 
Are known. 

Y. Bell. This muſt be Sir Popling. 5 

Med. That extraordinary Habit ſhews it. 

16 v. Bell. What are the reſt? | 
Med. A Company of French Raſcals whom he pick'd 
Up in Paris, and has brought over to be his dancing 
Equipage on theſe Occaſions. Make him own himfelf, 
the 4 Fool is very troubleſome when he preſumes he is 
74, Incognito. 
Sir Fop. Do you know me? ( Harriet. 
Har. Ten to one but I gueſs at you. 
Sir Fp. Are you Women as fond of a Vn as we 
en are? P 
Þ Hor. I ara very fond of a Vizard that covers a Face 
Itb not like, Sir. 
V. Bel. Here are no Maſks you ſee, Sir, but thoſe 
Which came with you; this was intended a private 
Meeting, but becauſe you look like a Gentleman, if you 


2 


by. 


on 


1 


: Diſcover your ſelf, and we know you to be ſuch, you 
| Shall be welcome. 
Sir Fop. Dear Bellair! [Pulling off bis Meh. | 
Med. Sir Fopling ! how came you hither ? 
lo dir Top. Faith I was coming late from Whitehall, after 


The King's one of "my People told me he had 
Dr, ; Heard 


— 
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Heard Fiddles at my Lady Toconley's, and — | 

Dor. You need not ſay any more, Sir. [ 

Sir Fop. Dorimant, let me kiſs the. 

Dor. Hark you, Sir Fplin g [ Piſper. 

Sir Fop. Enough, enough, Courtage. A pretty kind of 
Young Woman that, Medley, 1 obſerv'd her in the Mall 

More Evelie than our Engliſh Women nN are; 
Pr'ythee what is le)! 
. Med. The moſt noted Coquetts i in a Town; ; bewar of 

Her. | 
Sir Fp. Let her be what ſhe will, I know How to 

Take my Meaſures; in Paris the Mode is to flatter the 
Prude, laugh at the Faux-Prude, make ſerious Love to 
The Demi-Prude, and only railly with the . 
Medley what think you ? 

Med. That for all this ſmattering of the Mathematich, | 
You may be out in your Judgment at Tennis. 

Sir Fp. What a Coci Pane is this? I talk of 
Women, and thou anſwer ſt Tennis. 

Med. Miſtakes will be for want of . 

Sir Fop. I am very glad of the Acquaintance J have 
With this Family. 

Med. My Lady truly is a good Woman. 

Sir Fop. Ah! Dorimant, Courtage I would ſay, wou'd 
Thou hadſt ſpent the laſt Winter in Paris with me.. Wha 
Thou wert there La Corneds and Sallyes were the only * 
Habitudes we had, a Comedian would have been a bonnb 
Fortune. No Stranger ever paſs'd his Time ſo well as] 
Did ſome Months before I came over, I was well 
Receiv'd in a Dozen Families, where all the Women of 
Quality us d to viſit; I have Intrigues to tell thee, more 
Pleaſant than ever thou read'ſt in a Novel. 

Har. Write *em, Sir, and oblige us Women; our 
Language wants ſuch little Stories. 

Sir Fop. Writing, Madam, is a mechanick Part of Wit, 
A * ſhould never 0 beyond a Song or a Billet. 


"IP 8 Ml 


cks, 


— 
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Har. Balis was a Gentleman. 1 


Sir Fp. Who, D'Ambois ? „ 
Med. Was there. ever ſuch a briſk Blockhead ? Wy 


Har. Not D' 'Ambois, Sir, but e He who writ 


The Loves of France. 


Sir Ep. That may be, Madam : many 898 3 


Things that are below em. Damn your Authors, 


Courtage, Women are the a: things we can fool. 
Away our time with. 

Har. J hope ye have wearied yourſelf to-night at 
_ Sir, and will not think of fooling with any 

Si Fop. 1 cannot ee of my Fortune there, | 
Madam Dorimant—— | 

Dar. Again! : 

Sir Fop. Courtage, a Pox on't, I have ſomething to tell 
Thee. When I had made my Court within, I came 
Out and flung ſelf upon the Mat, under the State _ 
Tth' outward Room, i'th* midſt of half a Dozen Beauties, 
Who were withdrawn to jeer * ö as they 
Called it. 

Dor. Did you know em? | 

Sir Fop. Not one of em, by Heav'ns ] not I. But they 


Were all your Friends. 


Dor. How are you ſure of that? 9 

Sir Fep. Why welaugh'd at all the Town ; ſpar? dn 
Body but your ſelf, mg _ me a a Man for their 
Purpoſe. | 

Dor. I know you are mk icious to your Power. | 

* Sir Fop. And Faith I had occaſion to ſhew i it, far I 
Never ſaw more gaping Fools ata Bull, or ona 
Birth-day. 

Dor. Youleamn'd who the Women were? 

Sir Fop. No matter ; they frequent the. Drawing oom. 

Dor. And entertain themſelves pleaſantly at ke 
Bpeuee of all the Fops who come there. 


'D ay; 
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a dr nn . nn Cal — 
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Sir Fop. That's their Buſineſs; Faith I fifted 'em, and 
Find they have a ſort of Wit among them Ah Filthy, 
| [Pinches a Tallow Candl, | 
Dor. Look, he has been pinching the Tallow Candle, I 
Sir: Fop. How can you breath in a Room where there's ! 
Greaſe frying ? Dorimant, thou art intimate with my 
Eady, adviſe her for her own ſake, and the good | 


Company that comes hither, to burn Wax: lights. 


Har. What are theſe Maſquerades who ſtand ſo 1 


Obſequiouſly at a diſtance? 


Sir Fop. A Set of Balladins, 1 1 Dick o out of the 


Beſt in France, and brought over with a Flutes-deux M 
Or two, my Servants ; they ſhall entertain you. 2 
Har. I had rather ſee you dance yourſelf, Sir Fop/ing. * 
Sir Fopling. And I had ratherdo it all the Company by 
Knows it- but Madam D 
Med. Come, come, no Excuſes, Sir Fopling. $ 
Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, Medley, | 
Med. Like a Woman, I find you muſt be ſuuggld 4 
With, before one brings you to what you deſire. 
Har. Can he dince? . [46 | 
Emil. And fence and ſing too, if you "will 3 him. ; 
Dor. He has no more Excellence in his Heels than in Dir 
His Head. He went to Paris a plain baſhful Eng/i/b 2H 
Blockhead, and is return'd a fine undertaking 1 Fi. XF 
Med. I cannot prevail. } 
Sir Fop. Do not think it want of "WA HAIR Madus * 
Har. Vou are too well bred to want that, Sir Fopliny Ml - 
I believe it want of Power. : '- _ 7 
Sir Fop. By Heay'ns and ſo it is. I have fat up fo Of t 
Damn'd late, and drunk ſo curſed hard ſince I came to H 
This lewd Town, that I am fit for nothing but low. Plaet 
Dancing now, a Corant, a Borè, or a Minuẽt; but Wu 
St. Andre tells me, if I will but be regular, in one Eng: 
Month I ſhall riſe again, For on this Debauchery. 2 


- [Endeavour at a Caftt, 
Eni. 


req 


to 


* 
E Nil. 


Sr FoPLingG FLUTTER, 73 
nil. T have heard your Dancing much commended. 
Sir. Pp. It had the good Fortune to pleaſe in Paris. 

I was judg'd to riſe within an Inch as _ as —_ 
In an Entry I danc'd there. 

Har. Jam mightily taken with this Fool; let asfit ; 
Here's a Seat, Sir Fopling. | 

Sir Fop. At your Feet, Madam ; I can be no where ſo 
Much at Eaſe; by your leave, Gown. 

Har. and Emil. Ah yowll ſpoil it. 

Sir Fop, No matter, my Cloaths are my Creatures. 1 
Make em to make my Court to you Ladies, Hey. Dance. 
Qn Comence, to an Exgliſb Dancer Engliſb Motions. 

I was forced to entertain this Fellow, one of my Set 
Miſcarrying=—= Oh horrid ! leave your damri'd-manner 
Of Dancing, and put on the French Air; have you not a 
Pattern before you pretty well! Imitation i in time 
May bring him to ſomething. 
* the Dante, enter Ola Bellair, Lady Woodvil, as 
Lady Townley. 

0. Bell. Hey a-dod | what have we here, amumming? 

Ward. Where's my Daughter Harriet ? 

Dor. Here, here, Madam. I know not but under theſe 


Diſguiſes there may be dangerous Sparks, I give the 


| Young Lady warning. 


Hud. Lord! I am fo oblig'd to you, Mr. Courtage. ä 
Hart. Lord ! how you admire this Man. | 

Mood. What have you to exceptagainſt him? 

Har. He's a Fop. 

Mood. He's not a Dorimant, a wild e F cllow 
Of the Times. 

Har. He's a Man made up of Forms and common 
Places, ſuck'd out of the remaining Lees of the laſt Age. 

Wood. He's ſo good a Man, that were you not 
Engaged 

foo You'll have but little Night — in. 
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Der. The Hour is almoſt come, I appointed Belinda, 
And I am not ſo foppiſhly in Love here to n Aid. 
Tam Fleſh and Blood yet. 14.0 
Town. Tam very ſenſible, Madam. 
Wood. Lord, Madam 
Har. Look, in what a Struggle i is my poor Mother, 
_ Yonder? 
Y. Bell. She has arock ado to bring out the Compliment 
Dor. She ſtrains hard for it. | 
Har. See, ſee! her Head tottering, her Eyes flaring, 


And her under Lip trembling 
Dor. Now, now ſhe's in the very „ of her Ml 
Civility. [4442.] Sdeath, I ſhall loſe Bellinda: I mutt | 
Fright her hence! ſhe'll bean Hour in this Fit of good 
- Manners elſe. [To Lady Wood.] Do you not know 1 
Sir Fop/ing, Madam ? ] 
Mood. 1 have ſeen that Face — Oh Heav = 'tis the 
Same we met inthe Mall, how came he here? 
Dor. A Fiddle in this Town is a kind of Fop-call; ne 
Sooner it ſtrikes up, but the Houſe is beſieg'd with an 


Army of Maſquerades ftraight. + 
Wood. Lord! I tremble, Mr. Lyne ; for certain 


Dorimant is in the Company. 

Dor. I cannot confidently ſay he is not, you had beſt 
Be gone. I will wait upon you ; your * is in the 
Hands of Mr. Bellair. 

Nod. I'Il ſee her before me. Harriet, come away, 

Y. Bell. Lights! Lights ! 

Tan. Light down there. 

; O. Bell. A-dod it needs not 

1 Dor. Call my LadyWoogoiPs Coach to the Door quickly 
| 'O. Bell. Stay, Mr. Medley, let the young Fellows do 
That Duty; we will drink a Glaſs of Wine together. II 


* 


1 a 


Good after Dancing; what mumming Spark is that ? by 
| Mel 


{ 
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Med. He is not to be comprehended in few Words. 


fat Sir Fop. Hey! La Tower. 5 
Med. Whither away, Sir Fopling ? 
Sir Fop. J have Busneſs with Courtage . 
Med. He 1 22 oy the Ladies into their Coach, and 
, Come up a 
O. Bell. Fas mean time Pl] call for a Battle. 
ent Wl. [Ex. Ola 1 


Enter Young Bellair. 
! Med. Where's Dorimant ? | 
Y. Bell. Stoln home ; he has had Buſineſs waiting for 
her Him there all this Night, 1 n by an Impatience I 
t Obſerved in him. 
d Med. Very likely, tis but diſſembling Drunkenneſs, 
Railing at his Friends, and the kind Soul will embrace the 
Blefling, and forget the tedious ExpeQation, 


the Sir Fop. I muſt ſpeak with him before I ſleep. 
Y. Bell. Emiliaand I are refoly'd on that Buſineſs. - 
no Med. Peace, here's your Father. 


| Enter Old Bellair, and Butler tuitb a Bottle of Wine. 
O. Bell. The Women are all gone to Bed. Fill Boy 3 
In Mr. Medley, begin a Health. 
Med. To Emilia. | [hiſpers. 
et O. Bell. Outapize! ſhe'sa Rogue, and Dll not 
the Pledge you. 
Med. I know you will. 
. O. Bel]. A- dod, drink it then. 
Sir Fop. Let us have the new Bachique. | 
O. Bell. A-dod, that's a hard Word; what does it 
Mean, Sir? 


a Med. A Catch or Drinking "HEN 
75 O. Bell. Let us have it then. 


Sir Fop. Fill the Glaſſes round, and ame up in & 
Body. 1728 157 Muſick! | 


D 3 | | They 


= 
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They . 
1* HE Pleaſures of Life, and the Joys of = Win | 
To perfect our Happineſs wiſely we join. 
io Beauty all Day _ 
Give the Sovereign Sway, | | 
And her Favourite Nymphs devontly wy "ay 
Ai the Plays we are conflantly making our Court, 
And when they are ended we fallow the Sport 
To the Mall and the Park, 1 75 5 c 
N bers tus love "till "tis dark; 
Then ſparkling Champaign 
Pats au end to their Reign; 
It quickly recovers 
Poor Janguiſbing Lovers, | 
Makes us frolick and gay, and drowns all our Sorrow, 2 
But alas ! werelapfe. again on the moro, 
Let ery. n. 15 3: 1 WR. Y | 
With his Glaſs in his Hend, e | = 
Ad briſkly diſcharge at the word of Comment. 
Here's a Health to all . 
Whom to Night we depoſe. | 
Wine and Beauty by turns great Seal 2 infbire. 
Preſent all together, and now Boys give Fire. 


O. Bell. A-dod, a pretty Bus'neſs, and very merry. 
Sir Fop. Hark you, Medley, let you and 1 take the 
Fiddles, and go waken Dorimant. | 

Med. We ſhall do him a Courteſy, if it be as I guess, 
For after the Fatigue of this Night, he'll quickly have his 
Belly full, and be glad of an Occaſion dg * Take 
Away, Handy. 

F. Boll; Fligo with you, 2 . we l conſult abt 
Affairs, Medley. 
O. Bell. looks on his Watch] A-dod * tis fix Clock. 


Sir Fop.. Let's away then. 


O. Bell. 


| 5 C E NE, Dortimant' 5 Lodging, a T, able, a Canis, | 


Been ſeen, think you ? 4 


Sir FopLinG FLUTTER. 79 
O. Bell. Mr. Medley, my Siſter tells me you are an 
Honeſt Man, and à- dd I Tove you. Few Words. and 
Hearty, that's the Way with old Harry, old Harry.” 
Sir Fos Light your Flambeaux. Hey. 
O. Bell. What does the Man mean?: 1 hh 
ed. Tis Day, Sir Fopling. | 
Sir Fap. No matter. Our Serenade will look the 
Greater. 0 co . . Excant omnrs 


3D 


S CENE IL. 


a Tailet, e. Handy Hing 18 Linhtn. 0 
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"HY will you be gone ſo ſopn /?; af? 
Bell. Why did you ftay out 00 late? 
Dor. Call a Chair, Handy ; what makes you 188 ſo? 
Bell. J have a thouſand Fe ears avout me: : Have Inot 


Dor. 


—— 


Dor. By no Bogy b but my ; Telf and iralty 8 10 
Bell. Where are all your People? 
Dor. J have diſpers'd * em on eres, Errands. wh 
Does that Sigh mean? 
Bell. Can you be ſo unkind to aſk me? 7— well— (Obs 
Were it todo again 
Dor. We ſhould do it, ſhould we: not? 5 
Bell. T think we ſhould 3 the wickeder Man you 1 to 


& 
: 5 


214 


Make me love ſo well wil ee diſcreet now |, 
 Dox. I will "x9 Fort ny” „ eta ba 3 a 5313 aac 
Re SET ay 0 


Dor. Never doubt . 1 
Bell. I will not expect it. | | 
| . Der. 


— „% 
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Dor. You do me wrong. 

Bell. Vou have no more Power b to x7 vie the, See, 
Than I had not to truſt you with itt, 

Dor. By all the Joys I have had, and thoſe you keep in 
SLOTS - — 
Bell. You'll do for iny fake what you never did before 

Dor. By that Truth thou haſt ſpoken, a Wife ſhall 
Sooner betray her ſelf to her Huſband 


Bell. YetT had rather you ſhould be falſe in this than 


In another thing you promis'd me. 

Dor. What's that? | . 

Bell. That you would never ſee Loveit more — in 
Publick Places, in the Park, at Court, and Plays. 

Dor. Tis not likely a Man ſhould be fond of ſeeing a 
Damn'd old Play when there is a new one acted. 

Bell. I dare not truſt your Promiſe. Eq 

Dor. You may : 

Bell. This does not fatisfie me. You Tall Iwear you | 
Never will ſee her more. | 
Dor. I will! a thouſand Oaths — By all — 

Bell. Hold you ſhall not, now I think on 't better, 
Dor. I will ſwear 
Boll. I ſhall grow jealous of the Oath, and think I 
Owe your Truth to that, not to your Love. ; | 
| Dor. Then, by my Love, 7 no other Oath TI fear, 
Fuer 


Hint, Here's a Chair. 


Bell. Let me-go. 
Dor. I cannot. 
Bell. Too willingly, I fear. 
Dor. by: Oy fear d. When wil you x Promiſe 


4 


| Me again? | if 
Bell. Not this Fortnip 55 
ow You wil be bette ; ha your Word. OY 


Bill, 


I, 


Sir rd Frvr TER. Fr 


Ball. I think 1 ſhall. Will it not make you 15 
Love me leſs? _ [-u arting. 
Hark! what Fiddles are theſe? [Fiddles without. 

Dor. Look out, Hanay. [Ex. Handy, and returns. 

Handy. Mr. Medley, Mr. Bellair, and Sir Fopling, 
They are coming up. 

Dor. How got they in? 

Handy. The Door was open for the Chair. 

Bell. Lord! let me fly —_ 

Dor. Here, here, down the Back-ſlairs. I'll fee you 
Into your Chair. 

Bell. No, no, ſtay and receive em, and be ſure you 
Keep your Word, and never ſee Loreit more. Let it be 
A Proof of your Kindneſs. 

Dor. It ſhall Handy, direct her. Everlaſting 


; Love 80 along with thee. " [K:ffing ber Hand. 


Ex. Bellinda and Handy. 
E nter Hate Bellair, Medley, and Sir Fopling. 

v. Bell. Not a-bed yet! 

Med. You have had an irregular Fit, Dorimant, 

Dor. I have. | 

F. Bell. And is it off already? 55 

Dor. Nature has done her Part, Gentlemen; when ſhe 
Falls kindly to Work, great Cures are effected i in little 
Time, you know. 

Sir Fop. We thought there was a Wench in 1 this Cafe 
By the Chair that waited. Pr'ythee make us a Confidance. 

Dor. Excuſe me 

Sir Fop, Le * Dorinant. was ſhe pretty ? 

Dor. So pretty ſhe may come to keep her Coach, and 
Pay Pariſh- Duties, if any good Humour of the Age 
Continue. | 

Med. And be of the en of che Ladies kept by 
Pablick-ſpirited Men, for the good of the whole Town. 

Sir Fp. Well ſaid, Mealey. [Sir Fop. danting by himſelf 

Y. Bel]. See, Sir Fopling dancing. | 

3 75 Dor: 


— 
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1 Dor. You are practiſing, and have a md to recover, 
A ſee. 
Sir B Pr'ythee, Dorimont, why haft not thoua Glu; 
Hung up here? A Room is the dulleſt Thing without one. 
V. Bell. Here is Company to entertain you. J 
Sir Fap. But I mean in caſe of being alone. Ina + 
_ Glaſs a Man may entertain himſelf 
Dor. The Shadow of himſelf indeed. 
Sir Fup. Correct the Errors of his Motions and his Del. 
Med. I find, Sir Fopling, in your Solitude you remember 
The Saying of the wiſe Man, and ſtudy your ſelf. | 
Sir Fop. Tis the beft Diverſion in our Retirements, 
Dorimaut, thou art a pretty Fellow, and wear'ſ thy 
Cloaths well, but I never ſaw thee have a handſome 
Cravat. Were they made up like mine, they'd give 
Another Air to thy Face. Pr'ythee let me ſend my Man 
To dreſs thee but one Day. By Heav'ns an Eng/i/h 
Man cannot tye a Ribbon. | 
Dor. They are ſomething clumſie-fiſted 
Sir Fop. I have brought over the prettieſt Fellow that 
| Ever ſpread a Toilet; he ſerved ſome Time under Merill; 
The greateſt Genie in the World for a Valet de Chambre. 
Dor, What, he who formerly eng d to the Duke 
of Candali 3 
Sir Fop. The ſame, and got him his immortal Reputation. 
Dor. Vave a very fine Brandenburg on, Sir Fopling. 


155 Sir Fa. It ſerves to wrap me up, after the F atigue of T 
1 A Ball. 
Med. I ſee you often in it, with your Perriwig ty'd up. 5 


- Sir Fop. We ſhould not always be in a Set- Dreſs, tis 

More en Cavalier to appear now and then in « Diſeadilh: Bu 

Med. Pray how goes your Buſineſs with Loveit ? 

ir Fop, Vou might have anſwered your ſelf in the Mal 8 
L.aſt Night. Dorimant ] did you not ſee the Advances 

| She made me? I have been n at a . Anc 

Dor. 8 5 

Di 


an 


Sr Ford FiLunTys:. 


Sir Fap. Ib my Sr och x would, 


Fain have thy. Opinion of le. . 2 


Dor. Let's ſee it. 


. 


* 
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Sir Fop. Hey Page, give me * ara — Bellaire 


Here, thou haſt a 


Voice, ſing it. 


Y. Bell. Sing it your ſelf, Sir 8 


Sir Fop. Excuſe m. 1 
v. Bell. You. learnt e ee fy 


LEY 
» 


42. bt 


SF 


Sir Fop. I did, of Lambert the greateſt Miſter i in this 
World ; but I have his own Fault, a nen ard. 
Care not to ſing out of a Rut/. 

Dor. A Rutl is a Fretty Cage ſs a finging Fop, indeed.” 


Voung Bellair reads th gong - 
O Charming Phillis ii Bot r 15 


Ab that ſhe were as willing. 


To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 


And make her Eyes leſs billig- 


I figh I figh !. T lunguiſß nom, 
And Love will not let me reſt... 


I drive about the Park, and 15 
Still as I meet my oye 


gir Fop. sing ik, fing it, l it Per "Ne 


Tune, Which I am confidettt with made'by Baptiſt. 
Med. Sing it your ſelf, Sir Popling,. he does not know, 


(sir F opling # ings. 


The Tune. 
Sir Fop. I'll venture. 


Dor. Ay marry, now 'tis conbrhiy;* 


I ſhalt not 


48900 new 


Flatter you, Sir Fepling; there is not much Thought br -- 
But *tis paſſionate, and well turn'd. - 


Med. After the French Way. 


Sir Fop That I aim'd at- 


1 1 


* * 
a 


does it able you a a 


Lively Image of the Thing? yp] down goes the Glaſs, . 


And thus we are at it. 


* d 


# 
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Der. It does indeed: 1 perceive, Sir Fop/ing, you'll 
Be the very Head of the Sparks, woo: are * 1 
— of this Nature. 
. Enter Sir Fopling s Foutman. 
Sir Ep. La Tear, is the Bath wy. 
Fool-m. Ves, . 
Sir Fop. Adieu donc mes an ; Ls. Sir F opling, 
Med. When have you your Revengeon noſe, 
Denman? | 
Dor. I A but change my Linn, and about it. 
Med. The powerful Conſiderations whick hinder * 
Have been remov'd then. 
Dor. Moſt luckily this Morning; you muſt along with 
Me, my Reputation lyes at flake there. | 
Mead. J am engag'd to Bellair. 
Dor. What's your Buſineſs? 
Med. Ma- tri-mony, an t like you. | 
Dor. It does not, Sir. | 
'Y. Bell. It may in time, Dorimant, what tthink you of 
Mrs. Harriet? N 
Dor. What does ſhe think of "= 
V. Bell. J am confident ſhe loves you. 9 
Dor. How does it appear ? 
Y. Bel]. Why, ſhe's never well but when ſhe's raking 
Of you, but then ſhe finds all the Faults in you ſhe can. 

She laughs at all who commend you, but then ſhe — 
III of all who do not. 

Dor. Women of her Temper betray themſelves by 
Their over Cunning. -.I had once a growing Love with 
A Lady, who would always quarrel with me when I 
Came to ſee her, and yet was never quiet if I ſtay d a 
Day from her. 

V. Bell, My Father is in any with Emilia. 
Dor. That is a good Warrant for your Proceedings, 
Go on, and proſper, I muſt to Loveit. Medley, I am 
Sorry you cannot be a Witneſs. | 
| | Med, 


th 


th 


— 
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ed. Make her meet Sir Fop/ing again in 12 s 


Place, and uſe him ill before me. 
Dor. That may be brought about, I think. rl "I 


| At your Aunt's anon, and give you Joy, Mr. Bellair. 


V. Bell. You had not beſt think of Mrs. Harriet too 
Much, without Church Security there s no taking up there. 
Dor. I may fall into the Snare too. But— : 
The Wiſe will find a Difference in our Fave, 
You wod « a We n Ta ere e [Exeunt. 


8 CE N E ur . 


Enter the Chair with. Bellinda, the Men fu it down and 
open it. Bellinda furiin g. 


$ a+ 


Bell. ame Ord } where am I? in the Mall 4 


Whither have you brought me? 
I Chair-m. You gave us no Directions, Madam. 
Bell. The Fright I was in made me forget it. [ Aſfds. 
1 Chair-m. We uſe to carry a Lady from the Squire 8 
Hither. 
Bell. This is Loveit. Jo undoneif ſhe ſees me. wn 
Quickly carry me away. 
1 Chair-m. Whither, an't like your Honcari 2 
Bell. Aſk no. Queſtions. — 
Enter Loveit's Fuat. man. 
Foot-m. Have you ſeen my Lady, Madam? 
Bell. J am juſt come to wait upon her. 
Foot. m. She will be glad. to ſee you, Madam. She ſent 


Me to you this Morning to deſire your Company, 


And I was told you went out by Five a-Clock. 

Bell. More and more unlucky ! Dh 
Foot-mm. Will you walk in, Madam? | 

OR Se) Bell, 
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Bell. Fil diſcharge my Chair and follow, [ Zæ. Foot-m. 
Tell your Miſtreſs I am here. [Gives the Chair-men Mont). 
Take this, and if ever you ſhould be examin'd, be ſure 
Vou ſay you took me up in the Strand over-againſt the 
Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr. Dot imant. 
 Chair-men. We will, an t like your Honour.[Ex. Chair-m. 
""_ Now to come off, I muſt on — . 


is Confidence and Lies fone Hope. is cleft; E 
Tevere hard to be __ out in the fir Ti 58 Car 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


E nter Mrs. Loveit, and Pert her Woman, 
| Port.” TELL! in my Eyes Sir Foplin ing is no ſuch A 
5 Deſpicable Perſon. | 


* You are an excellent Tails 


Pert. He's as handſome a Man as Mr. Dorimant, and as U 


er a Gallant. Sn 

| Lov. Intolerable f ist not enough I bmi to his 
Impertinences, but I muſt be . whe with yours too? Ne 
Pert. Indeed, Madam ——  _ | a 
Lov. Tig _ mercenary Malice — Tr 
Enter her Foot mann. Ib. 
 Fat-m. Mis. Bellinda, Madam | 5 | Th 
Lov. What . N Er a Ma 
Foot- m. She's below. 13 Son 
Lev. How came ſhe? * rer / 


Foot-m. In a Chair, ambling Harry brought her. 


it. 


SW 
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Lov. He bring her ! his- Chair ſtands near Doriman?'s 
Door, and always brings me from thence —— Run and 


Aſk him where-he took her up; go: there is no Truth 
In Friendſhip neither. Women as well as e all are 


Falſe, or all are ſo to me at leaſt. 
Pert. You are jealous of her too ? 


ov. You had beft tell her I.am. Twill become the 
Liberty you take of late. This Fellows bringing of her, 
Her going out ” Five a-Clock —— I know not what to 


Think. 
Enter Bellinda. 


\ 


Bellinda, you are grown an early Riſer, | I hear. 
Bell. Do you not wonder, my Dear, what made me 


Abroad ſo ſoon ? 
Lov. You do not uſe to be ſo. 


Bell. The Country Gentlewomen I told you of 


(Lord! they have the oddeſt Diverſions!) 


wou'd never 


Let me reſt till I promis'd to go with them to the Market 
This Morning, to eat Fruit and buy Noſegays. 
Lov. Are they ſo fond of a filthy Noſegay ? 
Bell. They complain of the Stinks of the Town, and 
Are never well but when they have their Noſes in one. 
Lov. There are Eſſences and ſweet Waters. 
Bell. O they cry out upon Perfumes, they are 


Unwholſome, one of em was my into a Fit with the 


Smell of theſe: Narolii. 


Lov. Methinks in Complaifance you ſhould have had a 


Noſegay too. 


Bell. Do you think, my Dear, I could be 0 loathſome to 
Trick my ſelf up with Carnations and Stock-Gillilowers ? 
I begg'd their Pardon, and told them I never wore any / 


Thing but Orange-Flowers and Tuberoſe. 


That which 


Made me willing to go was a ſtrange Deſire I had to eat 


Some freſh Nectarens. 
Lov. And had you any? 


Bell 
I 


* 
; 
1 
7 
Z 
: 
! 
19 
$ 
15, 
11 
1 
: 
x 
, 
7 
1 
{18 
: 5 
1 
© 
4 
* ( 
i 
# 77 
5 
A 
1T 
- * 
F * 
83 
2 
TY 
fr 
F 


88 The Man of Move ; 3 e, | 
Bell. The beſt I ever taſted. 

| Lov. Whence came you now? k 

| Bell, From their Lodgings, where x . out of a 
Coach, and took a Chair to come and ſee you, my Dear. 
Lov. Whither did you ſend for that Chair? 

Bell. Twas going by empty. 

Ton. Where do theſe Country Gentlewomen lodge, 
I ? . 

850 In the Strand, over againſt the Exchange. 

Pert. That Place is never without a Neſt of em. 
They are always as one goes by flearing in Balconies, or 
n out of Windows. 

| Enter Foot-man. 55 

Lov. [Te the Foot-m.] Come hither. - [Whiſpers, 

Bell. Afide. This Fellow, by her Order, has been 
Queſtioning the Chair-men ; I threaten'd *em with the 
Name of Dorimant; if they 1 have told Truth Iam 
Loft for ever. 

. Lov. In the Strand ſaid you 7 

Foot-m. Yes, Madam, over-againſt the nn 

[Exit Foot- man. 

* She's innocent, and I am much to blame. 

Bell. Aſi ae. I am fo frighted, my Countenance will 
Betray me. 

- Lov. Bellinda! what makes you look fo pale 2. 

Bell. Want of my uſual Reſt, and jolting up and down 
So long in an odious Hackney. [Foot-man returns. 

Frot-m. Madam ! Mr. Dorimant! . - 

Lov. What makes him here? | | 

Bell. Afide. Then 1 am betray'd indeed, h'as broke his 
Word, and I love a Man that does not care for me: 
Lo. Lord! you faint, Bellinda. 

Bell. I think I ſhall! ſuch an Oppreffion hey: on the 
Sudden. 

Pert. She has eaten too o much F * L warrant you. 

Lov, Not unlikely! | 


— 


Pert 


g. 


Indignation he deſerves. 
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Pert. Tis that lyes heavy on her Stomach. 
Lov. Have her into my Chamber; give her eme 0 
Surfeit-Water, and let her lye down a littlteQ. 
Pert. Come, Madam, I was a ſtrange Devourer of 
Fruit when I was ſo young, ſo ravenous 
[Ex. Bellinda, and Pert hading bs 7 
Low. Oh that my Love would be but calm a while ! 
That I might receive this Man with all the Scorn an. 


Ener Dorimant. TERED 
Dor. Now for a Touch of Sir Fopling to begin with. 
Hey Page —— Give poſitive Order that none of 
My People ftir—— Let the Canaile wait as they ſnould 
Do fince Noiſe and Nonſence have ſuch Py” 
Charms, ; 
p that 7 nay y ſuceef u pre, FO | 
Transform my ſelf to what you nei 1 
lav. If that would do, you need not 8 
What you are, you can be vain and loud enough. 
Dor. But not with ſo good a Grace as Sir Fop/ing. 
Hey, Hampſpire —— Oh =— that Sound, that Sound 
Becomes the-Mouth of a Man of Quality. 

Loy. Is there a Thing ſo hateful as a ſenſeleſs Mimick? 
Der. He's a great Grievance indeed to all who, like 
Your ſelf, Madam, love to play the Fool in quiet. 

Low, A ridiculous Animal, who bas more of the Ape, 
Than the Ape has of the Man in him. 

Dor. J have as mean an Opinion of a Sheer Mimick 
As your ſelf, yet were he all Ape I ſhould prefer him to 
44 Gay, the Giddy, KZ. Inſipid, Noiſie Fool you 

out of 

Lv. Thoſe noiſie Fools, Mel you deſpiſe em, 
Have good 'Qualities, which weigh more (or ought at 
Left) with us Women, than * the pernicious Wit you. 
Have to boaſt of. | 


go The Man a Mopr; or, 

Dor. That I may hereafter have a juſt Value for their 
Merit, pray do me the Favour to name em. 
1 Lov. You'll deſpiſe" em as the dull Effects of Ignorance 
If And Vanity, yet I care not if I mention ſome. Firſt, 

þ They really admire us, while you at beſt but flatter us 
Well. ; 
al Dor. Take heed! Fools can diſſemble too 

1 Lov. They may, but not ſo artificiallly as you ] 
'There is no fear they ſhould deceive'us : Then they are I 
Aſſiduous, Sir, they are ever offering us their Service, : 

8 


And always waiting on our Will. 
Dor. You owe that to their exceſſive Illeneſs, they 
Know not how to entertain themſelves at home, and 
Find ſo little Welcome abroad, they are fain to fly to you Ml P 


| | Who countenance 'em, as a Refuge againſt. the Solitude M 
| They would be otherwiſe condemn'd' A | 

Lov. Their Converſation too diverts us better. Sf 

T 


 Doxy. Playing with your Fan, ſmelling to your Gloves 
Commending your Hair, and taking Notice how *tis cut Fe 
And ſhaded after the new way. —— A; 
Lov. Were it ſillier than you can make it, you muſt | 
Allow *tis pleaſanter to laugh at others, than to be laugh d 
| At our ſelves, though never ſo wittily. Then though 
| They want Skill to flatter us, they flatter themſelves ſo 
1 Well, they ſave us the Labour; we need not take that 
1 Care and Pains to ſatisſie em of our Love, which we 
So often loſe on you. 
Dor. They commonly indeed believe too well of 
Themſelves, and always better of you than you deſerve. 
Lov. You are in the right, they have an implicit Faith 
In, us, which keeps em from prying narrowly into our 
Secrets, and ſaves us the vexatious Trouble of clearing 
-_ Doubts, which your ſubtle and cauſeleſs Jealouſies every 
1 Moment raiſe. 
| Dor. There i is an inbred Falſhood in Women, w which 
Incline 


n —— nets 
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Inclines em ſtill to them whom chey my molt eaſily 


Deceive. 

Lov. The Man who lorwabove his Quality, does not 
Suffer more from the inſolent Impertinence of his Miſtreſs, 
Than the Woman who loves above her Underſtanding, 
Does from the arrogant Preſumptions If her Friend. 

Dor. You miſtake the Uſe of Fools, theyaredeſign'd 
For Properties, and not for Friends; you have an 
Indifferent Stock of Reputation left yet. Loſe it all like 
A Frank Gameſter on the Square, twill then be Time 
Enough to turn Rook, and cheat it up _ on a good 
Subſtantial Bubble. 

Low. The old and the ill-favour'd are only fit for 
Properties indeed, but-young and handſom F ools have 
Met with kinder Fortunes, 

Dor. They have, to the Shame of your Sex be 1 
Spoken ; twas this, the Thought of this, made me, bya 
Timel)/ Jealouſie, endeavour to prevent the good 
Fortune you are providing for Sir Fop/ing But 
Againſt a Woman's Frailty all our Care is vain. 

Lov. Had I not with a dear Experience bought the 
Knowledge of your Falſhood, you might have fool'd me 
Yet. This is not the firſt Jealouſie you have feign'd 


| To make a Quarrel with me, and get a Week to throw 


Away on ſome ſuch unknown inconſiderable Slut, as you 
Have been lately lurking with at Plays. 
Dor. Women, when they would break off with a 
Man, never want th!Addreſs to turn the Fault on him. 
Lov. You take a Pride of late in uſing of me ill, that 
The Town may know the Power you have over me. 
Which now (as unreaſonably as your ſelf) expects that 
1 (do me all the Injuries you can) muſt love you ſtill. 
Dor. Jam ſo far from expecting that you ſhould, 1 
Begin to think you never did love me. 
Loy. Wou'd the Memory of it were ſo wholly worn 
Out in me that I did doubt it too; what made you 
Come 


| Your Letters you have ſo often aſk'd for: 1 _ two or 


92 The Man of Mops : ; or, 


Come to diſturb my growing Quiet? 
Dor. To give you Joy of your growing * 
Lov. Inſupportable ! inſulting Devil! this from you, 


Tyhe only Author of my Shame ! this from another had 
Been but Juſtice, but from you tis a helliſh and 
Inhuman Outrage. What have I done? 


Dor. A thing that puts you below my Scorn, and 
Makes my anger as ridiculous as you have made my 
Love. 

Lov. I walk'd laſt Night with Sir Fopling. 

Der. You did, Madam, and you talk'd and laugh'd 
Aloud, ha, ha, ha, Oh that Laugh, that Laugh 
Becomes the Confidence of a Woman of Quality. 

Lov.-You, who have more Pleaſure in the Ruin of a 
Woman's Reputation, than in the Endearments of her 


Love, reproach me not with your ſelf, and I defie you 


To name the Man can lay a Blemiſh on my Fame. 
Dor. To be ſeen publickly fo tranſported with the 
Vain Follies of that notorious Fop, to me is an Infamy 

Below the Sin of Proſtitution with another Man. 

Lov. Rail on, I am ſatisfied in the Juſtice of what I 
Did, you had provok'd me tot. 

Dor. What I did was the Effect of a Paſſion, whoſe 
Extravagancies you have been willing to forgive. 

Los. And what I did was the — of a Paſſion you 
May forgive, if you think fit. 

Dar. Are you ſo indifferent yon? 

Lov. Iam. . 

Dor. Nay ! then tis time to part. TIl ſend you back 


Three of them about me. 
Lop. Give em me. 
Dor. You ſnatch as if you thought I would not 


There. And may che Perjuries in em be mine if er 
I ſee you more. 
Lov. Stay loser, to go, ſb- catches hin 


Dar. 
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Dor. I will not. SOL I 542 5 
Lov. You ſhall. 

Dor. What have you to ſay ? 

Lov. I cannot ſpeak. it yet. 


Dor. Something more in Commendation of the F ol, 
Death! I want Patience, let me go. 


Lov. I cannot. I can ſooner part with the Limbs 


That hold him. [ Hi. | 


I hate that nauſeous Fool, you know I do. 
Dor. Was it the Scandal you were fond of then ? 
Lov. V had rais'd my Anger equal to my Love, a 
Thing you ne'er could do before, and in Revenge I 
Did— I know not what I did: Wou'd you wou'd 
Not think on't any more. 
Dor. Should I be willing to forget it, I ſhall be daily 
Minded of it, *twill be a Common-place for all the Town 
To laugh at me; and Medley, when he is rhetorically 
Drunk, will ever be declaiming on it in my Ears. 
Lov. Twill be believ'd a jealous Spite ! * 
* Forget it. 
Dor. Let me conſult my Reputation, you are too 
1 CardleGs of it. [Pau/es.] You ſhall meet Sir Fopling in 
The Mall again to-night. 
Lov, What mean you? 1 
Dor, I have thought on't, and you muſt- Tis 
Jo Neceſſary to juſtify my Love to the World; you can 
Handle a Coxcomb as he deſerves, when you are not out 
Of Humour, Madam. 


2 


Lov. Publick Satisfaction for the Wrong I have done 


back You! This is ſome new Device to make me more 
70 ol Ridiculous. 

Dor. Hear me. 

Lv. I will not. 

— Dor. Vou will be perſuaded. 
fe 'er Lov. Never. | 

Dor. Are you ſo obſlinate ? 
| Love 
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Such a Loſs before. 


Eindneſs for me makes you concern your {elf too much 
With him. . 


Lov. Are you ſo baſe ? 


Dor. You will not ſatisfie my WS tel wot.» 

Lov. I would die to ſatisſie 4 but J will not, to ] 
Save you from a thouſand Racks, do a e 895 to 7 
Pleaſe your Vanity. 1 1 

Dor. Farewel, falle Wamam 27 

Lov. Go! go! | | WH I 

Dor. You will call me back again. | þ 
To. Exquiſite Fiend ! I knew you. came but to Y 
Torment me, | 

Egan Bellinda and Pert. pe. B 

Dor. ſurprix d. Bellinda here | I 

Bell. gde. He ſtarts, and looks pale the Sight of me T 
Has touch'd his guilty Soul. Sh 


Pert. Twas but a Qualm, as I ſaid, a lte Indigeſtion | 
The Surfeit Water did it, Madam, mix d with a te 
Mirabilis. _ 

Dor. I am confounded, and cannot gueſs how ſhe 
Came hither ! 

Lov. Tis your Fortune, Ballinda, ever to be here, 
When I am abus'd hy this Prodigy of ill Nature. 

Bell. I am amaz'd to find him here! how has he the 
Face to come near you ? 

Dor. aſide. Here is fine Work towards! I never was at 


Bell. One who makes a publick Profeſiion of Breach 
Of Faith and Ingratitude, I loath the Sight of him. 
Dor. There is no Remedy, I muſt ſubmit to their 
Tongues now, and ſome other Time bring my ſelf off as 
Well as I can. | 

Bell. Other Men are LT but then they have * 
Senſe of Shame ; he is never well but when he triumphs, | 
Nay, glories to a Woman's Face in his Villanies. 

Lov. You are in the right, Be/linda; but methinks your 


* 


Pell. 


5 


** 
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Bell. It does indeed, my Dear; his-barbarous Carriage 
To you yeſterday made me hope you ne er wou'd ſe: 
Him more, and the very next Day to find him here 
Again, provokes me ſtrangely; but, becauſe I know you 
Love him, I have done. 
Dor. You-have-reproach'd-me handſomly, and 1 
Deſerve it for coming hither, but 
Pert. You muſt expect it, Sir, all Women wil hate 
You for my Lady's ſake. | 

Dor. Nay, if ſhe begins too, *tis | Time to fle, 1 ſhall 
Be ſcolded to Death elſe. [Ade to Bellinda, 
I am to blame in ſome Circumſtances, I confeſs ; but as 
To the Main, I am not ſo guilty as you imagine, I 
Shall ſeek a more convenient Time to clear my ſelf. 

Low. Do it now! what Impediments are here? 

Dor. I want Time, and you want Temper. 

Lov. Theſe are weak Pretences! 

Dor. You were never more miſtaken in your Life, 
And fo farewel. I [Dorimant Hings of. 

Lov. Call a Foot-man, Pert, quickly, I will have him 
Dogg'd 

Pere. I wiſh you would not, for my Quiet and your own. 

Liv. I'll find out the infamous Cauſe of all our 
Quarrels, pluck her Maſk off, and expoſe her barefac d 
To the World. 

Bell. Let me but eſcape this Time. Qua. 
T1 never venture more. . 3 

Liv.” Belinda! you ſhall go wk me. 

Bell. J have ſuch a Heavineſs hangs on me e with what 


I did this Morning, I would fain 80 home and lep, 


My Dear. 
Liv. Death and Eternal Darkneſs! 1 ſhall never dons 

Again. Raging Fevers ſeize the Wands and make 

Mankind as reſtleſs all as Len. RT. e Loveit. 


Bell, 


— ——̃ er res = » — . 
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Bill. Iknew him falſe, and help'd to make him ſo: 
Was: not her Ruin enough to fright me from the Danger? 

* ee have been, 1 e rer no o ming. | 
(15 4 SAIL x N 15 35 11811 Bell, 
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SCENE. U. Loa Trnley $ Houſe, 


Enter 7 Medley r Bellair, Lady Townley, Ein 


4d Chaplain. 
' M:4. H Ear up, Bellair, and do not let us ſee that | 
Bine in thine, we daily do in married Faces y 

| Town. This Wedding will ſtrangely s my 1 
Brother when he knows it. y 

Med. Your Nephew' ought to conceal it for a time, 

Madam, fince Marriage has loſt its good Name; prudent 

Men ſeldom expoſe their own Reputations, *till tis 

Convenient to juſtify their Wives. 

O. Bell. [Without] Where are you all there 

Out a-dod, will no body hear? 15 

Town. My Brother! quickly Mr. Smirk into this 1 
Cloſet, you muſt not be ſeen yet. ¶ Goes into the Cloſet. 1 
| Enter Old Bellair and Lady Townley s Page. 

O. Bell. Deſire Mr. Turb to walk into the lower 
Parlour, I will be with him preſently— Where have FG. 
You been, Sir, you could not wait on me to-day? F 

[o young Bellair, $a 

V. Bell. About a BuſineG. y 

O. Bell. Are you ſo good at Buſineſs? A- dod, I have wi 

-A Buſineſs too you ſhall diſpatch out of hand, Sir. ; 
Send for a Parſon, Siſter; my Lady Waedvil and her Z 


Daughter are coming. 


Toon. What need you huddle up things thus ? 
1 | O. Bell. 


ent 
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O. Bell. Out a piſe, Youth is apt to play the Fool, 

And 'tis not good it ſhould be in their power. 
Porn. You need not fear your Son. 


O. Bell. H' has been idleing this Morning, and a-dod [ 
do not like him. How doſt thou do, Sweetheart? 


142 Emilia. 
Emil, Youare very ſevere, Sir; marry'd in ſuch haſte ! 
O. Bell. Go too, thou'rt a Rogue, and I will talk 
With thee anon. Here's my Lady. Voodvil come. 
Enter Lady Woodvil, Harriet and Buſy. 
Welcome, Madam ; Mr. Furb's belove with the Writings. 
Ward. Let's us down, and make an end then. 
O. Bell. Siſter ſhew the way. 

[To young Bellair, rho is talking to Harriet. 
Harry your Buſineſs lyes not there yet; excuſe him till 
We have done, Lady, and then a-dod he ſhall be for 
Thee. Mr. Mealey, we muſt trouble you to be a 
Witneſs. | 

Mea. I luckly came for that purpoſe, Sir. 
nA, 5 [Ex. Old Bellair, Medley, Dung Bellair, 
Lady Townley, and Lady Woodvil. 
Buſy. What will you do, Madam? 
Har. Be carried back, and mew'd up in the Country 


Again, run away here, any thing, rather than be marry'd 


Toa Man I do not care eee e Emilia, do thou 


"Adviſe me. 


Emil. Mr. Ball-! is engaged, you know. 

Har. Ido; but know not what the fear of loſing an 
Eſtate may fright him to. 

Emil. In the deſp'rate Condition you are in, you 
Should conſult with ſome judicious Man; what think 
You of Mr. Dorimant ? | 

Har. I do not think of him at all. 

Buſy. She thinks of nothing elſe, I am ſure — 


Enil. How fond your Mother was of Mr. Courtage! 


= TE. 
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Har. Becauſe I contriv d the Miſtake to make a little 
Mirth, you believe like the Man. 

Emil. Mr. Bellair believes you love him. 

Har. Men are ſeldom in the right when they gue - 
At a Woman's Mind; would ſhe whom he loves loy'd 
Him no better. | 


Buſy. [ 4f4e.] That's e en well enough on all Conſcience: 


Emil. Mr. Dorimant has a great deal of Wit. 
Har. And takes a great deal of Pains to ſhew it. 
Emil. He's extremely well-faſhion'd. - . _ 
Har. Affectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and apiſh. 
_ Buſy. You defend him ſtill againſt your Mother. 
Har. I would not, were he juſtly rallied, but I cannot 
Hear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. 
Emil. Has your Woman learnt the Song von were 
So taken with? _ 
Har. 1 was fond of a new Thing, 'tis dull at hom 
Hearing. 
Emil. Mr. Dorimant made it. 
Buſy. She knows it, Madam, ME has iS me e lug it 
At leaſt a Dozen Times this Morning. 
Har. Thy Tongue is as impertinent as thy Fingers 
_ _ Emil. You have provok'd her. 
Buſy. Tis but ſinging the Song and I ſhall appeaſe her, 
Emil. Pr'ythee do. 
Har. She has a Voice will grate your Wor 8 than 
A Cat-call, and dreſſes fo ill ſhe's ſcarce fit to trick up a 
Yeoman's Daughter on a Holy-day. . {Buſy jng 


Song by Sir C. S. ; 


S Amoret sib Phillis at 
One Ev ning on the Plain, 

And faw the Charming Strephon wait 
To tell the Muth his Pain: 
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eie : 42-4. | 
The threatning Danger to remove 
She whiſper 'd in her Ear; 
As Phillis, F you would not love, 
1 r do not bear. 


None ever had ſo Ha an Art, 
His Paſſion to convey | | 
Into a liſining Virgin's Heart, 
Aud fleal her Soul away. 


Fly, fy 8 for fear you * 
Occaſi on for your Fate, 

In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain 1 ftrive, 
Alas ! 227 row tos late. 


Enter Dori mant. 


Dor. . Meet fo ſoftens und diſarms the Mind, 
Har. That not one Arrow does Refiflance find. 


Dor. Let us make uſe of the lucky Minute then. 


Har. Afde, turning from Dorimant.] My Love ſprings 
With my Blood into wy Face, I dare not look upon 
Him yet. 

Dir. What has we here, the Picture of celebrated 
Beauty, · giving Audience in Publick to a declar d Lover? 
Har. Play the dying Fop, and make the Piece | 

Compleat, Sir. 


Dor. What think you if the Hint were well i improv „de 


The whole Myſtery of making Love pleaſantly deſign'd, 
And wrought in a Suit of Hangings? 

Har. Twere needleſs to execute Fools 1 in Effigy, who 
duffer daily in their own Perſons. 


Dor. [To Emilia 4c dt.] Mrs. Bride, for ſuch Tknow this 


Happy Day has made you. 
Emil. Defer the formal Joy you are to give me, ind 
Mind your Buſineſs with her. —[4oud.] Here are 
a 7 > Dreadful 


Dreadful Preparations, Mr. Dimas, Wong ben, 


; Diſtreſſed. Bat I will open my Heart and receive you, 


Other Women 


0 The Man of Mop ; . 


And a Parſon ſent for. | 

Dor. To marry this Lady 3 0s 

Buſy. Condemn'd ſhe is, and what will become of her 
I know not, without you generouſly engage in a Reſcue, 

Dor. In this ſad Condition, Madam, I can do no leſs 
Than offer you my Service. 

Har. The Obligation is not great, you are the common 
Sanctuary for all young Women, who run from their 
Relations. 

Dar. I have always my Arms open to receive the 


Where none yet did ever enter —— Vou have filld it 
With a Secret, might I but let you know it. 
Har. Do not ſpeak it, ify you would have me believe it; 
Your Tongue i is ſo fam'd for Falſhood, *twill do the 
Truth an Injury. Tk urn, azoay ber Hud, 
Dor. Turn not away then; but look on me and gueſs i. 
Har. Did you not tell me there was no Credit to be 
Given to Faces? that Women now - a-· days have their Paſſons 


As much at will as they have their Complexions, and put on T 


Joy and Sadneſs, Scorn and Kindneſs, with the ſame caſe 
'They do their Paint and n Arg they the Fi ' 1: 


Counterfeit??? T, 


Dor. You wrong your own, while you ſuſpect my 
Eyes; by all the Hope I have in you, the inimitable | 
Colour in your Cheeks is not more. free from Art; than WJ An 
Are the Sighs I offer. a ] 
Har. In Men who have been long an! in Sin, ve I f 
Have reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt Signs of Repentance. Det 


Dor. The Proſpett of ſuch a Heav'n will make me 1 
Perſevere, and give you Marks that are ipfallible. Int 
Har. What are thoſe ? 1 
Dor. I will renounce all the Joys I babe in Friendſhip He: 
And in Wine, ſacrifice to you all the 1 1 have in 71 


Br 
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Har. Hold though I wiſh you devout, I would | 
Not have you tarn Fanatick Could you neg. * 
Theſe a while, and make a Journey into the Country ? 

Dor. To be with you I could live there, and never 
Send one Thought to London. 

Har. Whate er you lay, Iknow all ee High-Park's | 
A Detart to you, and that no S can draw you | 
Farther.” 

Dor. That has been the utmoſt Limit of my Love --- 
But now my Paſſion knows no Bounds, and there's no 
e Meaſure to be taken of what I'll do for Ju; from any + 
Iu, Thing I ever did before. 
it Har. When I hear you talk chus i in . Fhall e 
* Begin to think there may. be ſome Truth enlarg d upon. 
it; Vor. Is this all will you not promiſe me 

Har. 1 hate to promiſe ! what we do then is expected 
Head. From us, and RL meh. of the welcome. it inch, a 


es i. t ſurprizes. 

be Dor. May I. not hands. | 

Nons Har. That depends on you, and not on me, and * tis 
ut on To no purpoſe to forbid. it. [Turns 10 Buſy. 


e eaſe Buſy. Faith, Madam, now I perceive the Gentleman 
Loves you too, e'en let him know your Mind, and 

| Torment yourſelves no longer. 
4 Har. Doſt think I have no Senſe of Modeſty ? 
ble Buſy. Think, if you loſe this you may never have 
than WI Another Opportunity. 

Har. May he hate me, (a Curſe that frights me when 

n, we | ſpeak it!) if ever I do a thing againſt the Rules of 
. Decency and Honour. 

Dor, to Emil. I am beholding to you for your god | 
Intentions, Madam. 

Emil. I thought the concealing of our Marriage from 
Her might have done you better Service. 

Der. Try her n ——— 3 
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Emil. What have you reſolv'd, ns | ? 


The Time draws near. | 
Har. To be obſtinate, and Ys . f. this ede 
Enter Lady 'Fownley in haſte. 

Town. to Emil. Quickly, quickly, let Mr. Smirk out 


Of the Cloſet. _ [Smirk comes out of the Cloſet. 


Har. A Parſon ! had you laid him in here? 

Dor. I knew nothing of him. 

Har. Should it appear you did, your Opinion of my 
Eaſineſs may coſt you dear. 


Enter Old Bellair, 7oung Bellair, Medley and Lady Woodvil. 


O. Bell. Out a pize! the Canonical Hour is almoſt 
Paſt; Siſter, is the Man of God come? 
Town. He waits your Leiſure 


O. Bell. By your Favour, Sir, A dod, a pretty ſpruce 


Fellow! ! what may we call him? 

Town. Mr. Smirk, my Lady Biggot's Chaplain. 

O. Bell. A wiſe Woman! a-dod ſhe is. The Man 
Will ſerve for the Fleſh as well as che Spirit. Pleaſe 
You, Sir, to commiſſion a young Couple to go to Bed 
Together a God's Name ? —— Harry. 

V. Bell. Here, Sir 


O. Bell. Out a pize, without your Miſtreſs i in your Hand! 


 Smirk. Is this the Gentleman ? 
O. Bei. Los, din | 41 3. 
Smirk. Are you not miſtaken, Sir! * 
O. Bell. A-dod, TYhink not, Sir. 
mir. Sure you are, Sir. 
O. Bell. You look as if you wou'd: foabid 45 . 
Mr. Smirt. I hope you have no Pretenſion to the Lady. 
Smirk. Wiſh him Joy, Sir! I have done him the good 
Office to Day alread 7 | 
O. Bell. Out a pize, what do I ed 3581 
Town. Never itorm, Brother, the Truth is out. 


O. Bell. How ſay you, Sir; is this your Wedding-Day ? | 


V. Bell. It is, Sir. 
N | O. Bell. 


. 
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O. Bell. And a- dod it ſhall be mine too; give me 
Thy Hand, Sweet-heart. | [To Emilia. 
What doſt thou mean? Give me thy Hand, I fay. 15 
| Emilia Eneels, and Young Bellair. 

Town. Come, come, give her your Bleſſing; this is 


The Woman your Son lov'd, and is marry'd to. 


O. Bell. Ha! cheated ! cozen'd ! and by your 
Contrivance, ' Sitter ! | 

Toon. What would you do with her? She's a Rogue, 
And you can't abide her. 

Med. Shall J hit her a Pat for you, Sir? 

O. Bell. A- dod you are all Rogues , and I never will 
Forgive you. 

Town. Whither! whither away ? 

Med. Let him go and cool a while. 

IWord. to Dor. Here's a Buſineſs broke out now! 

Mr. Courtage, Tam made a fine Fool of. 

Der. You ſee the old Gentleman knows nothing of it. 

IWud. I find he did not. I ſhall have ſome Frick put 
Upon me if I ſtay in this wicked Town any longer. 
Harriet; dear Child! where art thou? I'll into che 
Country ſtraight. 

O. Bell. A-dod, Madam, you ſhall hear me firſt. ——— 

Enter Loveit and Bellinda. 

. Lov. Hither my Man dogg'd him —— 

Bell. Yonder he ſtands, my Dear. 

Lov. I ſee him. [ {/i4e. 
And with the Face that has undone me! O that I were 
But where I might throw out the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
Here it muſt rage within, and break it. 

Toon. Mrs, Loveit ! are you afraid to come forward! 

Lov. I was amaz'd to ſee ſo much Company here in a 
Morning, the Occaſion ſure is extraordinary. 
Dor. [ Aſide.] Loveit and Bellinda ! the Devil owes me a 


Shame to Day, and I think never will have done paying it. 


E 4 Lov. 
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Lor. Marry'd ! dear Emilia how am] tranſported 
With the News? 

Har. to Dor. Ilittle thought Emilia was the Woman 
Mr. Bellair was in Love with Il chide her for not 
Truſting me with the Secret. | | 

Dor. How do you like Mrs. Loveit? 

Har. She's a fam'd Miſtreſs of yours, I hear 


Dor. She has been on Occaſion. 
O. Bell. A-dod, Madam, I cannot help it. 


0 [To Lady Woodvil. 
Mod. You need make no more Apologies, Sir. 
Emil to Low. The old Gentleman's excuſing himſelf 
To my Lady Woodvil. 
Lov. Ha, ha, ha! 1 never heard of any thing ſo 
Pleaſant. 
Hlar. She's * over- -ioy'd at ſomething, 7 Dor. 
Dor. At nothing; ſhe is one of thoſe hoyting Ladies, 
Who gaily fling themſelves about, and force a Laugh, 
When their aking Hearts are full of Diſcontent and Malice. 
Lov, Oh Heav'n! I was never ſo near killing my ſelf 
With Laughing——Mr. Dorimant, are you a Brideman? 
Wood. Mr. Dorimant ! is this Mr. Dorimant, Madam! 
Loy. If you doubt it, your Daughter can reſolve you, 
J ſuppoſe. 
Mood. J am cheated too, baſely cheated. | 
O. Bell. Out a-pize, what's here more Knavery yet! 
= Mood. Harriet, on my Bleſſing come away I charge 
ou. 

Har. Dear Mother do but ſlay and hear me. 

Mood. Iam betray d, and thou art undone, I fear. 
Har. Do not fear it I have not, nor never will do 
Any thing againſt my Duty believe me, dear Mother do. 
Dor. to Lov. I had truſted you with this Secret, but that 
I knew the Violence of your Nature would ruin my Fortune, 


As now unluckily it has: I thank you, Madam. 


Lov. 


lot 


il. 


Angry 
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Tor. She's an Heireſs I know, and very rich. 
Dor. To fatisfie you, I muſt give up my Intereſt wholly: 

To my Love; had you been a reaſonable Woman, I 

Might have ſecur d' em both, and been happy ——— 
Lov. Vou might have truſted me with any thing of 

This kind, you know you might. Why did you go- 

Under a wrong Name? 

Dor. The Story is too long to tell you now, be 

Satisfy'd this is the Buſineſs; this is the Maſk has kept 

Me from you. 2 
Bell. He's tender of my Honanr, though. he's. [jc 

Cruel to my Love. 

Low. Was it no idle Miſtreſs then? 
Dor. Believe me, a Wife, to repair the Ruins of my 

Eftate that needs it. 

Lov. The Knowledge of this makes. my Grief hang 

Lighter on my Soul; but I ſhall. never more be happy. 
Dor, Bellinda. 

Fell. Do not think of i your ſelf with me, tris + 

Impoſſible Do all Men break their Words thus? 
Dor. Th' extravagant Words they ſpeak in Love; 

As unreaſonable to expect we ſhould perform all we 

Promiſe then, as do all we threaten when we are 

when I ſee you next 

Bell. Take no notice of me, and I ſhall not 4 you. 
Dor. How came you to Mrs. Loveit? _ ö 
Bell. By a miſtake the Chair- men made, ſor want l 

Ml giving them Directions. 

Dor. Twas a pleaſant one. We muſt meet again. 

Bell. Never. 

Dor. Never 

Bell. When we do, may Tbeas 1 as vou ae 
Falſe. | 
Tron. Men of Mr. Dorimant's Character alvays fuſer 


In the FU Opinion of the World. 
„ Med. 
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Med. Vou can make no Judgment of a witty Man from 
Common Fame, enen che an enn 


Madam | 


O. Bell. A. dod he's in the right. © 
Med. Beſides tis a common Error among Women, to 


Believe too well of them they _ and too ill of them | 
They don't. 
O. Bell. - A-dod he obſerves well. y 
Ton. Believe me, Madam, you will find Mr. Dorimant 
As civil a Gentleman as you thought Mr. Courtage. | B 
Har. If you would but know him better — 
Mood. You have a Mind to know him better; come N 


Away vou ſnall never ſee him more. 
Har. Dear Mother ſtay =—— * . 
Mood. I wo'not be conſenting to your Lain. — A 
Har. Were my Fortune in your Power 
Mood. Your Perſon is. © 

Har. Could I be Diſobedient I might tae iĩt out aof 

Yours, and put it into his. 
mood. Tis that you would be at, took would marry 

This Dorimant. 

Har. I cannot deny i it; I would, and never will 

Marry any other Man. 

Mood. Is this the Duty that you promis d? 
Har. But I will never marry him againſt your 


Word. She knows the way to melt my Heart. Adi. 
Upon your ſelf light your Undoing. [7 Harriet. 
Mea. to O. Bell. Come, Sir, you have not the Heart 
Any longer to refuſe your Blefling. 

O. Bell. A-dod I ha* not Riſe, and God bleſs you 
Both—— Make much of her, Harry, ſhe deſerves thy - 


Kindneſs Aud, Sirrah, I did not think it had been To 
In the. l Emilz. I hies 


Enter 
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Euter Sir Fopling and bis Page. 
Sir Fp. "Tis a damn'd windy Day ; hey, Page! 
B my Perriwig right ? 
Page. A little out of order, Sir. 
Sir Fop. Pox o' this Apartment, it wants an Anti- 
Chamber to adjuſt ones ſelf in. Madam, I came from 
2 Loveit · 
Your Houſe, and your \Sarvinia directed me hither. 
Lev, I will give Order hereafter oy ſhall direct you 
Better. 
Sir Fop. The great Satisfaction I had in the Mall laſt 
Night has given me much Diſquiet ſince. 
Lov. Tis likely to give me more than I deſire. 
Sir Fop. What the Devil makes her ſo reſery'd ? 
Am I guilty of an Indiſcretion, Madam ? 
Lov, You will be of a great one, if you continue your 
Miſtake, Sir. 
Sir Fp. Something puts you out of Humour. 
Lov. The moſt fooliſh inconſiderable as. that ever 
Did. 
Sir Pop. Is it in my Power? 
Lov. To hang or drown it; do one of em, and 
Trouble me no more. | 
Sir Fop. So fiere Serviteur, Madam - — Medley ! 
Where's Dorimant? 
Med. Methinks the Lady has not made you thoſe 
Advances to-day ſhe did laſt Night, Sir Fop/ing = 
Sir Fop. Pr'ythee do not talk of her. 
Med. She would be a bonne Fortune. 
Sir Fop. Not to me, at preſent. 
Med. How ſo ? ; 
Sir Fop. An Intrigue now would be but a Temptation , 
To me, to throw away that Vigour on one, which I 


Mean ſhall ſhortly make my Court tothe whole Sex in a 


Ballet. 
1 Med. 
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Med. Wiſely confider'd, Sir Fepling. 
Sir Fop. No one Woman is worth the Loſs of a Cutin 
A Caper.” .-- 

5 * Med. Not when 'tis fo aniverilly deſign d. 

: Mood. Mr. Dorimant, every one has ſpoke ſo much in 
Your behalf, that [ can no. longer doubt but I was in the 
Wrong. 

Lov. There's nothing but Falſehood and Impertinence 
In this World, all Men are Villains or Fools; take Example 
From my Misfortunes. Bellinda, if thou would'ſt be 
Happy, give thy ſelf wholly up to Goodneſs. 
Har. to Lov. Mr. Dorimant has been your God 
Almighty long enough, tis time to think of another | 
Lov. Jeer'd by her! I will lock my ſelf up in my F 
Houſe, and never ſee the World again. 8 
Har. A Nunnery is the more faſhionable Place for fuch / 
*A Retreat, and has been the fatal — of many R 
A belle Paſſion. 


Lov. Hold Heart till T get hang ; ſhould I anſwer Y, 

*T would make her Triumph greater. [1s going out, D 
Dor. Your Hand, Sir Fopling ——— | 

Sir Fop. Shall I wait upon you, Madam ? pit 

Loc. Legion of Fools, as many Devils take thee. He 

; [Ex. Loveit. Ka 

Med. Dorimant ! I pronounce thy Reputation clear --« * 

And henceforward when I would know any thipgot | 

Woman, I will conſult no other Oracle. f Ha 

Sir Fay. Stark mad, by all that's handſome! Dorimant, - 


Thou haſt engaged me in a pretty Buſineſs. 

Dor. I have not leiſure now to talk about it. 

O. Bell. Out a-pize, what does this Man of Mode do 
Here again ? | 

Town. He'll be an excellent Entertainment within, 
Brother, and is lackily come to raiſe the Mirth of the 


Company. 
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Wood. Madam, I take my Leave of you. 
Town. What do you mean, Madam? 

Mood. To 0 go this Afternoon your of my "way to 
Hartiy— 5 
O. Bell. A- dod you ſhall ſtay. : and dine firſt; ; come, we 
Will all be good Friends, and you ſhall give Mr. Dorimant 
Leave to wait upon you and your Daughter in the 


Country. 
Mood. If his Occaſions bring him that Way, I have 


Now ſo good an Opinion of him, he ſhall be weleome. 

Har. To a great rambling lone Houſe, that looks as it 
Were not inhabited, the Family's ſo ſmall ; there you'lt 
Find my Mother, an old lame Aunt, and my ſelf, Sir, 
Perch'd upon Chairs at a diſtance in a large Parlour ; 
Sitting moping like three'or four melancholy Birds in 
A ſpacious Vollary —— Does not this Ragger your | 
Reſolution ? 

Dor. Not at all, Madam; The firſt time I fa you, 
You left me with the Pangs of Love upon me, and this. 
Day my Soul has quite given up her Liberty. | 

Har. This is more diſmal than the Country, Emilia, 
Pity me who am going to that fad Place. Methinks I 
Hear the hateful Noiſe of Rooks already Kaw, 
Kaw, kaw There's Muſick in the worſt Cry 1 in 
London ; My Dill aud Cucumbers to pickle. 

O. Bell. Siſter, knowing of this Matter, 1 hope you 
Have provided us ſome good Cheer. {x | 
Town. 1 have, Brother, and the Fiddles too 
O. Bell. Let 'em ſtrike up then, the young Lady ſhall 
Have a Dance before ſhe departs. [Dance. 

[ After the Dance. 

So now we'll in, and make this an arrant Wedding-day — 

And if thoſe honeſt Gentlemen. rejaice [To the Pit. 
A-dod the Boy has made a happy Choice. ¶ Eæ. omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 
By Mr-DRY DEN. 


OST modern Wits ſuch nonſtrous Fools have ſhown, 

They ſeem d not of Heav'n's making, but their cron. 

Thoſe nauſeous Harlequins in Farce may paſs, 

But there goes more to a ſubſtantial Aſs ;- 

Something of Man nuſt be expos'd to View, 

That, Gallants, they may more reſemble 15 

Sir Fopling 7s 4 Fool ſo nicely writ, ; 

The Ladies wox'd miſtake him for a Wit. : 

And, when he fings, talks laud and aal, we'd oy, 

1 vow methinks bes pretty Company; ; 

So briſt, ſo gay, ſo travel ld, fo refiwd 1 

As be took Pains to graff upon his Kind. 

Trae Fops help Nature's Work, and go to School 

To file and finiſh God Almighty*s Fool. 

Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call, 

He's Knight &1h' Shire, and repreſents ye all. 

From each he meets he culls whateer he can, 

Legion Bis Name, a People in a Man. 

His bulky Folly gathers as it goes, ER 

And, rolling ver you, like a Snots- ball groms.. 

His various Modes from various Fatbers follow ; 

One taught the Toſs, and one the new French Wallew. 1 
| | ES 5 is 
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His Sword-knot this, bis Cravat this defign'd, 
And this, the Tard. long Snake he twirls behing. 
From one the ſacred, Perriwig be gain'd, | 
Which Wind ne er blete, nor Touch of Hat NYE 35 
Auother's diving Bow he did adore, © | | 
Which with a ſhog caſts all the Hair before; 
J he with full decorum brings it back, 
And riſes with a Water-Spaniel ſhake. 
As for his Songs, {the Ladies dear Delight) 
Thuſe ſure he took from moſt of you who writs. 
Vat er ry Man is ſafe from what he fear d, 
For no one Fool is bunted from the Herd. 
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7 RY INCE Love and Verſe, as well as Wine, 


of * \ 


Are briſker where the Sun does ſhine, 
'Tis ſomething to loſe two Degrees, 
Now Age it ſelf begins to freeze : 
Vet this I patiently could bear, 

> If the rough Danube's Beauties were 
But als two Degrees leſs fair i; 


Than the bright Nymphs of gentle Thames, 
Who warm me hither with their Beams:: 
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Such Pow'r they have, they can diſpence | 
Five hundred Miles their Inluence, :- 

But Hunger forces Men to eat, 

Though no Temptation s in the Meat. 

How would the ogling Sparks deſpiſe 
The darling Damſel of my Eyes; 

Shou'd they behold her at a Play, 

As ſhe's trick d up on Holy-day : 

When the whole Family combine 
For-publick Pride to make her ſlrine? | 
Fer Locks, which long before lay matted, 
Arè on this Day comb'd out and plaitted 3 - 
A Diamond Bodkin in each Treſs, - 

The Badges of her Nobleneſs. 

For ev*ry Stone, as well as ſhe, - 

Can boaſt an ancient Pedigree, |, 

Theſe form'd the Jewel, reſt did grace 

The Cap of the firſt Grave o'th' Race, 
Preferr'd by Grain Marian 

T'adorn the Handle of her Fan, 

And, as by old Record appears, 

Worn fince in Renigunda's Years, 
Now ſparkling in the Frokin's Hair, 


%% TT 


No Rocket breaking in the Air 
Can with her ſtarry Head compare. 
Such Roaps of Pearl her Arms incumber, 
She ſcarce can deal the Cards at Ombre. 
So many Pings each Finger freight, 
They tremble with the mighty Weight, 
The like in England ne'er was ſeen, © 
Since Holben drew Hal and his Queen. 
But after theſe fantaſtick Flights 
The Luſtre's meaner than the Lights. 
The Thing that bears this glitt'ring Pomp 
Is but a tawdry ill-bred Romp, | 

| Whoſe 


POEM s. 


Whoſe a7 Limbs and martial Face 
Proclaim her of the Gothic Race, 1 MON + 
More than'the mangled TP: K 
Of all her Father's Heraldry. SET 
But there's another Sort of . 
Whoſe ruddy Look and Groteſque Features 
Are ſo much out of Nature's Way, 

You'd think em ſtamp'd on other Clay: 

No lawful Daughters of old Adam. 

'Mongft theſe behold a City Madam, 

With Arms in Mittins, Head in Muff, 

A dapper Cloak and rev'rend Ruff: 

No Farce ſo pleaſant as this Maukin, 
And the ſoft Sound of High-Dutch talking. 
Here unattended by the Graces, - 

The Queen of Love in a ſad Caſe is. 
Nature, her active Miniſter, 

Neglects Affairs, and will not ftir 
Thinks it not worth'the while to pleaſe, 
But when ſhe does it for her Eaſe. 

Ev'n I, her moſt devout Adorer, 

With wand'ring Thoughts appear before her. 
; And when I'm making an Oblation, 


Am fain to ſpur Imagination bi 
With ſome ſham London Inclination. $ 

The Bow is bent ar German Dame, 

The Arrow flies at Engliſh Game. 
Kindneſs, that can Indifference warm, | 
And blow that Calm into à Storm, 

Has in the very tendereſt Hour 

Over my Gentleneſs a Power. 

True to my Country- women's Charms, 
When dre and preſs'd 1 in foreign” Arms. | 


hoſe 


A Second | 


LETTER 


To THE 


Lord MIDDLETON. 


Rom hunting Whew, and haunting Play, 1 
| And minding nothing elfe all Day, 
And all the Night too, you will aß; 


To make grave Legs in formal Fetters, _ 
Converſe with Fools, and write dull Letters; z 
To go to Bed *twixt Eight and Nine, 

And ſleep away my recious Time, 

In ſuch a ſneaking idle Place, 

Where Vice and Folly hide their Face, 

And i in a troubleſome Diſguiſe, 


The Wife ſeems honeſt, Huſband oy: 
e, 
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For Pleaſure here has the ſame Fat N 
Which does attend Affairs of State, | 
The Plague of Ceremony infects, 1 
Even in Love, the ſofter Sex; 

Who an Eſſential will neglect, F 
Rather than loſe the leaſt ReſpeRt. _ | 
In regular Approach we ſtorm, T 


And never viſit but in form; | 
That is, ſending to know before 


At what a Clock ſhe'll play the Whore. 
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FIG: PO EMS. 
The Nymphs are conſtant, Gallants Private, 
One ſcarce can gueſs what tis they drive at. 
This ſeems to me a ſcurvy Faſhionng r 
Which have been bred in a free Nation, 
With Liberty of Speech and Paſſion. 
Yet I cannot forbear to ſpark it, 
And make the beſt of a bad Market. 
Meeting withſone, by chance kind-hearted, 
Who no Preliminaries ſtarted, 
I enter'd, beyond Expectation, 
Into a cloſe.Negociation-: + +, 
Ot which hereafter a Win 802 . 
Humble to Fortune, not her Slave, 
I ſtill was pleagd with what ſhe gave; 
And, with a firm and chearful Mind, 
: Iſteer my Courſe with ev'ry Wind, 
To all the Ports ſhe has deſign'd. 
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E happy Swains, whoſe Hearts are free 
From Love's Imperial Chain, 

Take warning and be taught by me, 
T'avoid th' inchanting Pain. 

Fatal the Wolves to trembling Flocks, 
Fierce Winds to Bloſſoms prove, 

To careleſs Seamen hidden n 1 
To human Quiet Lee us 


= 


POEMS. 


Fly the fair 1 if Bit * prize ; ; :: 
The Snake's beneath the Flower: 
Who ever gaz d on beauteous Eyes, 
That taſted Quiet more? 
- How faithleſs is the Lovers Joy ! 


 _ How conſtant is their Care! 
The Kind with Falſhood do det, 

The Cruel with nn 
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DraLocvs between Phils and Strephon. WW «5 
PHILLTIS. An 
Iy 


K. ELL me, gentle Strepbon, why 
You from my Embraces fly? 


Does my Love thy Love deſtroy ? 
'Tell me, I will yet be co 

Stay, O ſtay, and 1 will fein 
{Though I break my Heart) Diſdain, 
But, left I too unkind appear, 


For ev'ry Frown [I'll ſhed a Tear. | —— | 
And if in vain I court thy Love, D | L 

Let mine, at leaſt, thy Pity move: OE | | 

Ah! while I ſcorn vouchſafe towooz For r 

Methinks you may diſſemble to. Li 


STREPHON. 


POEMS. 


STREPHON. |; 


Ah! Phillis, that you wank contrive. 
A Way to keep my Love alive; 
But all your other Charms muſt fail, 
When Kindneſs ceaſes to prevail. 

Alas! no leſs than you, I grieve, 
My dying Flame has no Reprieve ; 
For I can never hope to-find, 
Shou'd all the Nymphs I court be Kinds! 
One Beauty able to renew _. 
Thoſe Pleaſures I enjoy'd in you. 
When Love and Youth did both conſpire 
To fill our Breaſts and Veins with Fire. 


'Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 


That Heart which merits. your Diſdain ; 
But ſecond Love has ſtill. Allay, 


The Joys grow aged; and decay. | 4 E 1 


Then blame me not for loſing more 

Than Love and Beauty can reſtore: 
And let this Truth thy Comfort prove, 

I wou'd, but can no longer love. 
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SONG of B 


ET Equipage and Dreſs pen 
Since Baſſet is come in; 
For nothing can oblige the Fair 
Like Money and Morine. 
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PO EMS. 
Is any Counteſs in Diſtreſs, 
She flies not to the Beau; 
Tis only Cony can redreſs 
Fer Grief with a Rouleau. * 


A 


By this bewitching Game betray'd, 

Poor Love is bought and fold: 

And that which ſhould be a free Trade 
Is now ingroſs'd by Gold. 


_ Evn | Senſe is brought into Diſgrace, 


Where Company 1s met ; 
Or ſilent ſtands, or leaves the Place, 


While all the Talk's Baſe. 


Why, Ladies, will you- ſtake your Hearts, 


Where a plain Cheat is found? 


Vou firſt are rook'd out of thoſe Darts, 


That gave your ſelves the Wound. 


The Time, which : ſhould be kindly 100 
To Plays and Witty Men, 

In waiting for a Knave is ſpent, 
Or wiſhing for a Ten. 


Stand in defence of your own Charms, 


Throw down this Favourite, 


That threatens, with his dazzling Arms, 
Your Beauty and your Wit. 


What Pity 'tis, thoſe conqu'ring Eyes, 
Which all the World ſubdue, 


Shou'd, while the Lover gazing dies, 
Be only on * WF EP 


. 


— 


